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MORNING 


MORNING 


THE   CASEMENT. 


Parted  are  the  silken 
Folds  that  drape  the  casement,  and  through 
Their  rosy  fabric  comes  the  sun,  crimsoning 
The  sweet,  fair  face  of  a  young  girl. 
But  floods  of  light  and  warmth  from  her 
Young  heart,  are  dashing  peculiar 
Beauty  over  all  the  apartment. 
So  fair  is  she !  so  guileless !  with 
The  innocence  of  childhood  still    • 
Lingering  in  her  thoughts,  and  the 
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Blush  of  the  maiden  giving  sweet 
Language  to  her  face. 

Her  heart 
Unclasps  its  fragrant  pages  to 
The  burning  gaze  of  one  beside 
Her,  and  like  lilies  that  spring  round 
The  cool  ripple  of  a  fountain. 
Do  fantasies  cluster  about  it. 
No  yellow  leaf  lies  yet  among 
The  early  bloom  of  her  feelings ; 
And  the  stem  schooling  of  the  heart. 
Her  spirit  mocks  in  the  boundless 
Innocence  of  its  love,  as  does 
The  wild  bird  mock  the  sickly  tutored 
Voice  of  "  Roulades  "  by  its  own  wild 
Free  melody !     Who  would 
Not  turn  from  worldly  scenes,  where  deep 
Motive,  cold  calculation,  false 
Friends,  and  smiling  enemies,  like 
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Masqueraders  do  all  play  their  * 

Parts  (in  most  befitting  garb),  and 
Steal  back  with  young  May  into  the 
Rosy  paths  of  the  heart's  early 
Dreams  ? 

On  the  margin 
Of  her  young  life  stands  a  dark 
Impassioned  youth,  watching  her  eyes, 
That  upward  look  upon  a 
Rising  star,  whose  beams  silver  the 
Current  of  the  onward  stream, 
Writing  ''Hope"  in  her  spirit's 
Unfolding  depth. 

There  she  sits, 
Bending  before  her  easel,  and  tremblingly- 
Drawing  a  brush  athwart  the  canvas. 
With  silent,  pink  fingers,  like  the 
Green  beech,  swaying  its  graceful  form 
Without  the  casement ;  and  now  and 
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Then,  as  softly  brushing  its  tender 
Fringed  branches  across  the  panes ! 

Will  Passion  bum  the  dewy  bloom 
Of  her  bright  hours?     Will  she  sit  down 
And  weep? — ^weep  for  the  days  of  dreams 
Of  Hope— of  Love  ?     Will  die 
Adulation  of  the  world,  and 
Its  callous  admiration,  stir 
Discordant  sounds  in  the  seraphic 
Music  of  her  soul?     Will  she  come 
To  the  loathing  of  its  pomp,  in 
Deep  longing  for  one  innocent 
Hour  of  days  gone  ?  for  ever  gone  ! 
Will  tears  blind  the  eyes  that  then  can 
No  longer  gaze  upon  the  star 
Of  ''Hope?"     Oh,  'tis  through  the  heart  she 
Sees  its  rays,  then  no  longer  seen. 
For  the  heart  puts  on  the  mourning 
Of  its  first  lesson — and  is  dark. 
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LOVE'S  DIAL. 

"  Good  bye,  sweetest, 
The  hours  are  rosy  near  thee,  but 
The  finger  of  old  Sol,  pointing 
Above  thy  easel,  and  shedding  his 
Crown  of  glory  upon  these  silken 
Tresses,  warns  me  that  the  hour  of 
Love  has  sped,  and  that  of  work  begun. 
Oh,  what  a  precious  timepiece  weighs 
Out  our  moming  greetings  !     Sweet, 
Adieu!         .         .         .         and 
To-morrow,  when  the  working  world 
Leaves  off  its  palpitatisjg  labor 
For  the  sweet  Sabbath  ieit,  we  will 
Wander  in  die  woodlands,  while  the 
Sunny  hours  of  one  day  paint  a 
Wee  picture  of  our  life  of  love." 

"  Come  "early,  David,  I  will  be  ready." 
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Steps  are  heard 
Upon  the  gravel  walk,  bordered 
With  drooping-headed  flowers,  and 
A  pink,  soft  hand  flutters  through  the 
Waving  beech  boughs  that  hang  across 
The  casement,  while  the  gate 
Sends  forth  its  little  good  bye  screech. 
And  with  the  last  longing  look  of 
David,  an  odor  of  violets  comes 
Up  too,  through  the  beech  leaves,  as  though 
They  had  sighed. 

Can  flowers  feel*?     They  breathe — 
They  palpitate — they  die — why  not? 
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THE   SUNRISE. 

Oh,  the  trust — the  beautiful  reliance 
Of  youth !     "There  is  the  lamp  lit  for 
Affection  in  the  heart,  that  may 
Never  die.     Affection  may  have 
Perished,  and  long  ago  have  been 
Cast  forth  from  the  shrine  of  its 
Worship ;  but  the  lamp  that  reflected 
The  glad  smiles  of  joy,  and  hope,  when 
She  was  glad,  shines  upon  her  stilly 
Though  she  may  be  a  thing  of  scorn 
And  death.     "That  lamp  is  memory! 

This  is  the  beautiful  season 
Of  flowers,  and  with  the  poets 
It  is  counted  the  sweet  season 
Of  love.     Could  the  green  be  brighter  ? 
Or  the  waters  calmer  ?     The  eye 
Meets  everywhere  landscapes  of  roseate 
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Tranquillity.     Truly  there  is 
A  smile  on  sweet  nature's  face !  and 
If.  there  be  yet  life  in  the  inner 
Man,  a  smile  is  in  his  heart  who 
Looks  upon  the  budding  beauty 
Of  spring. 

Birds  are  chanting 
Their  first  matin  hymn,  and  dewdrops 
Are  still  tranquil,  like  sleeping  things 
Upon  the  young  leaves  and  buds.     The 
Throne  of  Aurora  is  still  draped 
In  the  first  grey  light  of  dawn,  while 
The  green  young  boughs  of  the  waving 
Beech  are  not  whispering  a  sound 
Beside  the  casement ;  no,  for  the 
Sea-sheir  ears  of  the  beloved  are  not 
Near  to  dote  upon  its  simple 

Melody But  lo  ! 

The  blinds  are  parted,  and  the  breeze 
Awakes  and  flings  out  masses  of 
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Golden  hair,  saluted  by  the 
Ever  reaching  fringed  leave.     She 
Stands  in  radiant  beauty !  the  first 
Blush  of  Aurora,  rosy,  bright. 
Lovely  and  loving,  and  tremulous 
As  the  frolicksome  breeze  that  sprang 
Up  at  her  coming,  playing  'mong 
Her  fragrant  locks — and  the  flowers 
Beneath  her,  in  the  bright  parterre. 

See,  in  the  east  the  reflect  of 
Her  pink  cheeks,  and  crimson  lips  ! 
Clouds  are  tipped  in  warm  rosiness ; 
And  while  her  sea-blue  eyes  gaze 
Upon  them  they  arc  hurled  asunder, 
And  suddenly  disclose  a  flood 
Of  golden  Hght,  deluging  sweet 
May  therein.     Look,  how  the  dewdrops 
Glisten  beneath  her  brighter  eyes 
At  the  casement.     And  the  Morning- 
Glories  (for  shame  I  you  tardy  beauties) 
1* 
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Have  opened  their  great  languid  eyes, 
And  are  sending  up  all  hues  of 
Blushes,  from  faintest  opaline 
To  deepest  red,  to  greet  the  god 
Of  day,  and  to  meet  the  dove-look 
Of  their  sweet  model,  blooming  at 
The  casement  above  them ! 
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THE   HAWTHORN   GARLAND. 

"O  David!" 

"Sweet  May,  my  Moming-Glory! 
Why,  thy  lips  are  redder  than  the 
Morning  rose,  thy  locks  as  sweet ! 
Thy  mother  is  well,  and  the  house 
Is  in  peace,  I  know ;  for  a  look 
In  thy  pure  face  tells  me  all  I 
Could  desire.     Come,  my  Morning-Glory, 
Already  the  first  hours  of  our 
Rest-day  have  sped." 

"  There,  David,  my  hood 
Is  still  untied.     Hark,  how  the  birds 
Sing — haste  thee — do!" 

"  Dear  one. 
How  I  loiter  in  tying  these 
Ribbons,  eh !  but  thy  cheeks  are  so 
Rosy  !   and  the  more  I  gaze  the 
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Deeper  grows  their  hue.     There,  at  last 
These  golden  locks  are  prisoned  fast. 
And  with  this  lily  lying  on 
My  arm,  let  us  forth  to  the  hawthorn 
Bowers,  where  our  hearts  may  sing  as 
Wildly  as  the  birds.     Come,  dear  one  !" 

"  Thou  art  indeed  my  David,'' 
Whispered  the  fond,  soft  voice. 

Spirits  there  are 
Whose  days  are  spent  in  endless  struggle 
To  attain  that  which  for  them  may 
Never  be !     Can  the  voice  of  God 
Dwell  in  peace  within  a  bosom 
That  pines  for  companionship,  and 
Pining  on  to  the  end,  in  its 
Deep,  silent  want,  dies  at  last  with 
Its  language  heard,  but  understood 
Not  ?     Standing  at  the  door  with 
Trembling  pinions  (through  the  medium 
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Of  prayer),  it  knocks  and  in  vain, — asks. 
And  is  granted  not, — and  in  the 
Agony  of  its  long  life-desire. 
Dies,  with  prayers  on  lips  which  thirsted 
Yet  never  drank !     To  these 
Life  becomes  a  bitter  cup,  and 
Even  Death,  growing  unkind,  stays 
His  hand  !     Joys  that  were  sweet,  are 
Swallowed  up  in  long  dark  hours  of 
Vigil  and  want !     Love  lies  stark  and 
Cold ;  and  Patience,  with  a  hectic 
Flush  of  wearied  watching,  sits  over 
The  dead,  the  loved  of  early  years ! 

O  mystery ! 
Strange  mystery  of  earth  and  heaven, 
That  the  cry  of  the  sparrow  is 
Heard,  and  it  is  fed,  while  the  deep 
Loving  spirit  of  God's  image 
Hungers  often,  and  starves,  alas, 
In  utter  wretchedness  I 
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Not  thus  was 
The  bright  soul  of  May,  as  she  wandered 
In  the  cool  shades  of  forest  boughs, 
Clinging,  like  some  spring  tendril,  to 
Her  heart's  David;  and  David,  young 
And  proud  in  his  protecting  love. 
Gazed  down  into  the  deep  eyes  of 
Her  his  soul  had  chosen,  like  some 
Broad-armed  palm,  that  seems  so  proudly 
To  throw  out  its  shading  leaves,  when 
Jessamines  spring  under  its  shelter! 

"  Come,  dear  one, 
Sit  thee  here  beside  me,  and  this 
Flowing  rill." 

"  O  David !  how  wildly 
The  birds  carol !  and  see,  the  bees 
Weighing  down  the  hawthom  blossoms 
In  their  eager  labor. 
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David,  my  David, 
Always  love  me^  for  through  thy  love 
Everything  is  hliss^  sweet  bliss  !" 

"  Beautiful  one  !  David's  Morning- 
Glory !     Come,  now,  I  will  buy  thy 
Musings  with  a  garland  of  my 
Fashion.     Only  speak  thou  all  thy 
Thoughts,  and  no  flower  will  be  wanting 
In  the  wreath ;  but  beware,  maiden ! 
Should  you  leave  one  untold,  then,  e'en 
As  I  twine  the  garland  will  a 
Flower  fall.     Lo !  thine  eyes  are 
Staring  at  thy  prophet,  yet  no 
Word  tells  the  sweet  history  he 
Asks  of  thee.     Come,  my  White  Rose." 

"  Of  thee,  I  thought,  David, 
How  much  thou  hast  taken  upon 
Thee  in  my  love !     All  my  wrongs  are 
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'Thy  wrongs^  and  weakness  is  to  be 
Remembered  no  more  in  thy 
Protecting  love,  which  for  ever 
Must  be  my  strength  !" 

"Ah,  Morning-Glory,  see! 
A  blossom  has  fallen,  and  dimples 
The  rill  at  our  feet.     The  fragrant 
Alarum-bell  of  thy  hidden 
Thoughts !     Speak,  gentle  May !" 

"Well,  David, 
'Twas  of  the  mom  when  we  shall  be 
Wed — in  the  little  church — while  yet 
The  dew  lies  upon  its  lawn.     When 
The  silver  singing  of  the  marriage 
Bells,  calling  the  smiles  of  welcome 
Into  the  chapel,  shall  rival 
The  lark's  early  chant.     Then  a  vision 
Of  clasped  hands  and  holy  words  swept 
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O'er  me ;  and  I  wondered  if  I 
Had  friends  enough  to  fill  the  little 
Flower-scented  chapel,  and  smile 
Upon  the  bride  like  the  glad  morning 
Dew,  glistening  in  the  lilies, 
Drooping  their  heads  upon 
The  altar." 

"  Think  no  more 
Of  dross,  my  Pearl !     Thou  art  set 
In  the  bosom  of  David,  and 
Wilt  be  to  him  above  all  price. 

Come,  bend  thy  head, 
Fair  queen  I     Behold 
The  hawthom  garland ;  wear 
It  for  the  sweet  honor  of  our 
Young  love,  and  afterward  (because 
These  golden  tresses  are  lying 
Now  upon  my  breast)  wear  it  in 
Memory." 
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Sweetest  joys 
Are  brief,  and  moments  whose  delights 
Unfold  life's  fondest  histories 
Are  soonest  gone.     Satiety 
Sits  at  the  feast,  and  change,  and 
Sudden  death  tell  their  sad  tale  in 
The  drooping  flowers  that  decorate 
The  board ! 

Oh,  joys  that  were,  why 
Can  ye  retum  no  more  ?     Sweet 
Delights  of  yowth— Friendships  Love,  Hope, 
Beauty — why  do  ye  die  ?  and  like 
Strains  of  soul-breathing  music,  heard 
No  more  ! — Oh,  ye  days  of  trust,  of 
Beautiful  reliance,  of  true 
Delight,  sweep  loud  the  deep  chords  that 
Thrill  with  music,  and  let  the  young 
Life  launch  in  song,  fleet  in  the  tide 
Of  youth,  and  full  of  hope ;  for  like 
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The  breeze  ye  pass,  and  they  can  thrill 
No  more ! 

Drowsy  noon 
Crept  upon  all  nature,  while  yet 
May  lingered  with  young  David,  on 
The  banks  of  the  tinkling  rill. 
Full  of  their  own  sweet  discourse. 

She-  looked — yes,  like  a  sea-shell — pink. 
And  pearl-like,  and  murmuring  low. 
Soft  sounds,  while  her  golden  hair  swept 
Down  her  taper  shoulders,  and  the  waving 
Willows  threw  down  their  sheen  of  yellow 
Tassels  (in  scented  mimicry) 
Upon  her  white  draperies. 

Home  the  ladened  bee 
Was  slowly  winging  with  his  morning 
Riches.     Forest  boughs  threw  slanting 
Dreamy  shadows  upon  the  sward; 
Hushed  was  the  matin  bird's  note ; 
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And  now  and  then  the  bleat  of  young 
Lambs  fell  upon  the  ear. 

Homeward  the  loiterers  tumed 
Their  steps,  silenced  by  the  sweet 
Enjoyment  of  thought.     She  with  her 
Peach-colored  face  upturned  to  his 
Enraptured  gaze,  while  her  deep 
Love-eyes  seemed  so  well  to  say,  ^^Lffve  • 
Me  ever — /  trust  you  I" 

Breezes  fluttered 
Her  white  robes,  and  stirred  the  blue 
Ribbons  about  her  waist ;  and  as 
She  hung  upon  her  lover's  arm. 
The  picture  of  her  loveliness^ 
Her  grace^  and  sweet  bloom,  hung  about 
Her  own  taper  arm,  in 
The  love-gift — the  hawthorn  garland. 
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ANGEL  FOOTPRINTS. 

"  I  will  see  thee 
Every  morning  at  thine  easel. 
Sweet  one.     Be  thou  constant 
And  muse  upon  our  marriage  morn 
Until  our  day  of  worship,  love, 
And  rest — our  hallowed  day. 
Then,  if  thou  wilt  wander  with  me 
In  the  hawthorn  bowers,  I  will 
Whisper  thee  something  that  lies 
Heavily  upon  my  heart — wilt  thou  T 

"  Yes,  yes !  dear  David,  good  bye  !" 
And  the  sea-blue  eyes  alone  say 
To  him,  "  Be  thou  only  mine!" 

Again  the  little  gate 
Closes  after  the  manly  form. 
And  the  shadows  lolling  about, 
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Take  now  a  silent  look  they  wore 

Not  erewhile. 

And  the  Moming-Glory 

Of  David's  love  is  radiant 

And  fair,  but  the  morning-glories 

Of  the  field  and  garden  (of  this 

Bright  holiday)  are  dead ! 

And  beautiful  May, 
As  she  sat  swinging  her  tiny 
Feet  and  swaying  her  flossy  locks, 
The  while  rocking  her  lithe  form  in 
The  embracing  tendrils  of  a 
Vine,  creeping  up  the  cool  porch,  laid 
Her  white  little  hand  in  the 
Tender  grasp  of  her  mother,  whose 
Ever-watchful  care  had  gathered 
And  now  offered  May's  morning  meal — 
Honey  dripping  in  luscious 
Richness,  and  milk  which  tempted  and 
Regaled,  and  strawberries  like  an 
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Album,  wherein  all  fruit  and  flowers 
Had  left  a  taste,  or  breath  of  sweets 
And  fragrance ! 

Holy  are  such  hours 
In  our  lives !     And  homes  where  there 
Is  naught  but  kindness  and  love,  are 
Surely  built  upon  the  footprints 
Of  the  angels,  left  when  they  trod 
This  earth  of  ours  ! 

Few  find  we  of 
These ;  but  oh !  how  many  between 
Those  blessed  steps,  reared  upon  the 
Common  soil,  barren,  thorny,  and 
Very  sorrowful !     While  the  few 
Who  love  so  well  and  purely,  are 
Perchance  led,  by  the  Redeemer's 
Love,  to  a  footprint  of  one  of 
His  angels,  and  there  left  to  build 
Their  nest  in  the  eternal  sight 
Of  My  favor  !  * 
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Thus  may  every 
Happy  home  be  the  footprint  of 
An  angel,  from  whence,  soon  or  late. 
Its  loveliness  is  transplanted 
To  the  bosom  of  God  ! 

Woe  !  woe  !  to  the  chosen  few 
Who  rear  no  immortal  memento 
Of  their  earthly  bliss ! — ^who  render 
To  their  God  no  soul-gift  of  his 
Holy  favor  ! — whose  earthly  bowers 
Were  built  upon  the  steps  of  angels ; 
Yet,  at  last,  there  is  found  not 
One  tendril^  reaching  Paradise^ 
Of  so  much  happiness  I 

The  bower  where  sweet  May  budded 
Was  an  angel's  footprint,  where  souls, 
In  grateful  orisons,  knew  God ! 


Morning.  '  33 


THE   MOTHER. 

Fond  and  still 
She  was,  and  pale  and  very  placid 
Was  her  brow.     She  was  tall  and 
Graceful,  and  her  voicG  had  deep 
Persuasion,  was  tremulous  and 
Low,  and  ever  searching  the  chord 
Of  sympathy ;  for  in  its  tones 
Tears  were — tears  froiti  some  deep-hidden 
Fountain,  that  was  never  stilled,  for 
The  voice  was  ever  the  same. 
Her  hands  were  pure  and  very  fair. 
Tender-bom  and  tranquil  in  their 
Motion  as  lily  petals  when 
The  summer  nights  are  calm ;   but  her 
Brow — oh,  that  brow  !     'Twas  there 
The  mystery  lay  revealed ;  * 
'Twas  high,  and  fair,  and  beautiful ! 

2 
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But  lifeless  as  the  snaw-hrawed  mountain 
In  the  moon's  whiter  cold  light. 

Upon  its  pale  surface. 
Where  no  crimson  hue  ever  came. 
Was  cast  a  long  jhadow^  not  made 
By  the  draping  folds  of  the 
Widow-cap  which  bound  her  dark  hair 
Into  STILL  bands ;  but  it  welled  up 
From  the  very  soul,  and  told  in 
Deep  truth,  that  the  rest  of  her  life 
Was  but  the  night  season  wherein 
Sorrow  endureth,  and  that  the 
Morning  wherein  her  joy  would  come 
Lay  beyond  the  grave ! 

Desolate  and  lone. 
She  lived  apart  from  all  the  world. 
Scarce  feeling  in  her  life's  stilled  current 
The  ebbings  of  the  outward  tide 
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Rushing  onward ;  but  while  she  had 

Embowered  a  swarded  grave  with 

The  greenest  tendrils  of  the  year, 

She  had  carefully  nurtured,  as 

A  soul-gift  to  her  God,  the  tender  , 

Plant  wherein  her  spirit  found  true 

Delight,  where  every  virtue  blossomed — 

Her  May !  her  beautiful  child. 

A  father's  dying  hand 
Had  press'd  a  blessing  upon  the 
Baby  head  so  closely  nestled 
In  its  mother's  bosom,  while  his 
True  voice  had  said,  "  He  .would  look  down 
Upon  them  in  the  '  Love  Bower ' 
He  had  so  fondly  reared,  and  no  harm 
Could  come  to  them  through  his 
Spirit-watch." 

So  they  lived 
And  loved,  and  feared  no  evil,  for 
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They  believed  their  cherished  spirit, 
Robed  in  the  mystery  of  eternity, 
Still  owned  his  earthly  love,  wherewith 
He  had  sworn  still  to  watch  'over 
And  bless  his  home — his  fond,  true  wife. 
His  baby  girl.     But  alas  !  alas ! 
How  does  Love  delude  itself,  e'en 
With  a  grave  lying  between  the 
Heart  and  its  worshipped  spirit ! 

To  God  alone 
Belongs  their  protection,  earthly 
And  spiritual,  and  when  He 
Chastens  or  rewards,  no  hand  may 
Lift  up  defence  ;  but  mute 
And  trembling  do  the  children  of 
Men  stand  before  his  anger,  like 
The  palpitating  leaves  of  the 
Forest  before  the  coming  storm ! 
Where  is  their  shelter  ?     What  is  their 
Defence?     Alas!  alas! 
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THE  TWO   PATHS. 

Each  day  found 
Beautiful  May  at  her  easel, 
Working,  musing,  with  her 
Impassioned  lover  beside  her. 
Watching  her  fair  fingers,  portraying 
The  beautiful  conception  of 
Her  genius-love,  in  Josephine, 
The  woman  whom  Napoleon 
Deeply  wronged. 

Their  discourse 
Was  ever  sweet  and  harmonious. 
For  their  hours  of  communion  were 
Always  signalized  by  the  waking 
Into  bloom  of  the  morning-glories. 
Like  great  eastem  eyes  opening, 
While  the  summons  of  sunshine  (rising 
Above  the  easel  and  flooding 
Young  May's  neck,  and  face,  and  golden 
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Hair)  took  David  to  his  counting 

Room — to  learn  the  world  and  men,  to 

Be  tried  and  tempted,  to  choose  'tween 

The  good  and  ill  of  life  ! 

While  the  heart  is  young,  the  seal  is 

Made,  never  to  be  changed,  but  with 

Years  to  harden  until  the  end. 

Thus  the  same  hour  that  called  the  lover 

To  the  world,  with  all  its  wickedness. 

Took  his  Moming-Glory  to  her 

Mother's  side,  where  the  days 

Were  noiseless  in  their  speeding,  where  the 

Night  brought  calm  repose,  and  the  years. 

Disclosing  the  charms  of  May,  like 

The  petals  of  a  rose  unfolding. 

Laid  here  and  there  a  silver  record 

Upon  the  quiet  bands  of  her 

Mother's  hair. 

And  yet  these  two,  the  lover 
And  the  loving,  were  to  be  one  ! 
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Through  all  sunshine  to  sing  in  true 
Harmony ;  and  through  all  storms  to 
Pray  wixki^one  loud  voice;  or  else  be 
Dashed  to  pieces  in  hopeless  wretchedness 
Against  the  first  rock  ! 
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THE  DAY   OF   LOVE   AND   REST. 

Six  suns 
Had  risen  in  all  their  glorious 
Splendor !  and  again  the  two  who 
Loved,  stood  with  chargi^  footsteps 
Upon  the  rosy  path  leadiag 
On  to  their  future. 
They  had  wandered  far  in  gentle 
Silence,  and  now  stood  upon  the 
Hill-top  to  watch  the  God  of  day 
Rise  up  in  shining  glory ! 

^'See!"  said  David, 
Springing  to  the  maiden's  side,  and 
Seizing  her  soft,  warm  hand  within 
His  cold  grasp. 

"Look  far  down 
Yon  deep  ravine — seest  thou  not  a 
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Brooklet  ?     Hark !  how  it  mutters  and 
Moans  !     Just  so  am  I  pent  up 
And  chained. 

Oh,  riches  I  want,  to 
Give  me  liberty  and  ease !     Oh, 
I  long  to  soar  free  as  the  eagle ! 
Methinks,  had  I  freedom,  I  could 
Boldly  tum  and  look  upon  the 
Sun's  burning  eye  unflinchingly. 
I^heny  for  my  bold  word's  sake,  could  I 
Be  tom  limbless,  and  die  the  death 
Of  those  whose  pains  have  made  them 
Immortal,  with  no  groan,  no  word. 
Only  smiling,  wert  thou  near  me." 

"David,  my  David, 
Thou  art  indeed  ambitious ! 

In  the  stillness 
Of  night  my  spirit  tells  me  that 

Ambition  will  bring  thee  bitterness. 
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See,  the 
Sun  has  risen,  heavy  dewdrops 
Are  rolling  from  every  flower's 
Cup,  displaying  life,  joy,  and 
Fragrance. 

Oh,  see,  David!  the  mist  that 
Obscured  the  brooklet,  overcast. 
Just  the  same,  the  tallest  pines,  and 
Hid  the  s\mfrom  ien  the  eagles 
Eye,     See !  now  that  he  may  gaze 
Upon  his  blazing  disc,  the  first 
Ray  has  shot  down  to  the  brooklet's 
Darkened  surface,  and  it  is  dark 
No  more — nor  moans  !" 

"  Oh,  come  to  these  arms. 
That  will  be  for  thee  a  loving 
Shelter !     Oh,  take  the  worship  of 
This  strongly  human  heart ! 

Dear  May, 
Wilt  thou  not  save  me  from  further 
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Knowledge  of  men  and  life?     Thou  art 
My  saving  angel,  and  when  with 
Thee,  I  forget  what  the  world  teaches. 

May,  I  have 
Been  sorely  tempted,  and  strangely — 
Thou  knowest  the  Lady  Evelyn? 
Her  father  offers  me  association. 

And  thou  knowest, 
Fair  one,  these  limbs  must  purchase  ease 
With  weariness !     .     .     .     .     and 
This  bosom  that  will  rock  thee  in 
Tender  love,  when  the  evening  star 
Shines  forth,  must  all  the  day  long  toil 
And  palpitate  with  Thought's  labor." 

"Well,  David,  is  there 
Aught  against  this  ?     Dost  thou  wish  it  T 

"  My  own  May, 
It  is  indeed  hard  to  refuse 
So  much !     His  ships  are  all  foreign 
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Bound,  and  we,  tossing  upon  the 
Shining  billows  a  short  while,  might 
Return,  gold  ladened. 
No  more  then  would  I  leave  thee,  all 
The  dull  hours  of  sunshine,  O 
My  beautiful,  my  beautiful  May ! 

But  listen,  and 
Thou  wilt  know  why  I  may  not  do 

This 

The  Lady  Evelyn  hath 
Of  late  besieged  me  with  books 
And  flowers ;  but  I  swear  to  thee 
My  heart  is  true  to  its  ckosen 
Faith ;  it  is,  indeed ! 
Lffvest  thou  me  still?" 

"  God  has  witnessed 
That  I  gave  my  love  to  thee. 
He  alone 
Could  change  it.     It  is  far 
Stronger  than  L 
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Oh,  may  the  day 
Of  such  punishment  not  blast  me 
Too  soon !"     .     .     .     Again  the  sapphire  eyes 
Look  their  sweet  language — 

''''Always  lave  me  " — 
While  the  warm,  rosy  palm  is  gently 
Laid  within  her  lover's  hand. 

"  Then  wilt  thou 
Be  mine,  dear  May,  when  next  we  halo 
Our  day  of  love  and  rest  ?     Draw  me 
From  all  evil,  as  a  precious 
Magnet  draws.     'Twill  be  the  dawn  of  thy 
Namesake  month.     Come  to  the  little 
Chapel  with  me,  loved  one." 

"'Tis  said,  David, 
The  star  of  tearful  destinies 
Reigns  o'er  the  month  of  May." 

"May,  nay! 
'Tis  thy  namesake  month ;   what  more  could 


■^^ 
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Be  granted  as  proof  of  happy- 
Augury  ?" 

"Then     .     .     .     I  will.     .     . 
But  hear  me,  David — 
On  thy  earnest  truth  do  I  believe 
And  lean  as  upon  our  God ! 
When  next  the  Sabbath  sun  rises 
Upon  this  scene,  I  will  be  thy 
Wife. 

But  remember,  oh,  remember ! 
For  the  love  of  Him  who  looks  on 
Us  now,  that  while  this  heart  may  cling 
To  its  staff,  the  roar  of  storms  will 
Pass  unheeded,  and  the  bitterest 
Waters  of  misfortune  will  it 
Quaff  from  the  shining  goblet  of 
Its  love,  and  still  be  unembittered ; 
For  the  fountain  in  which  thy 
Misfortunes  will  flow,  knows  no 


Morning.  47 

Bitterness.    But,  O  David! 

Should  the  staff  bruise  my  soul  when  most 

I  lean  upon  it — should  there  be 

One  thorn  to  pierce  my  heart — the 

Life-blood  will  flow,  and  stain  for  ever 

The  white  banner  of  our  happiness! 

Remember  this. 
And Iffve  me  always'' 

She  loosed  a  chain  from  her  slender 
Throat,  clasped  by  her  father's  dying 
Hand,  in  token  of  his  spirit-watch. 

"  Henceforth,"  whispered  the  maiden 
In  those  thrilling,  quivering  tones 
That  come  to  the  lips  only  in 
That  magic  moment  when  we  seal 
Our  fate — 

"  Henceforth,  a  love 
And  a  protection  come  between 
The  father  and  his  child ! 
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I  break  its  charmed  endurance 
In  this  clasp,  and  thus  fastening 
It  about  thy  neck,  do  endow 
Our  betrothal  with  a  charmed  gift." 

Still  stood  they 
Upon  the  hill-top,  the  lover 
With  his  burning  brow,  and  the  maid. 
Fair  and  tender,  and  womanly ! 
With  the  soft,  pink  hands  (that  had  clasped 
Upon  her  David's  neck  her  talisman) 
Press'd  to  his  throbbing  bosom,  with 
Her  face  tumed  mutely  upon  him. 
And  her  eyes  dimmed  with  eamestness ! 

Thus  the  glittering  sun's  rays  poured 
Upon  them,  and  the  soft  spring  zephyrs 
Fluttered  the  white  robes  of  the  maid, 
And  threw  back  the  bright  tresses  from 
Her  cheeks,  whereon  lay  the  shades  of 
Deep  and  holy  thought ! 
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A  few  words  of  gentle  commune 
Followed  their  young  vows,  and  they  turned 
Them  homeward. 

Already  the  bright, 
Glorious  morning  had  begun : 
A  thousand  choristers  chanted 
Their  April  gladness  in  the 
Forest  boughs.     The  brooklet  ran  in 
Shiny,  quiet  current. 
The  dense  mist  of  dawn  had  vanished 
Before  the  ardent  rays  of  the 
Sun. 

The  city  lay  in  the  bosom 
Of  the  valley  like  a  white  shell, 
Now  clear  to  view ;  and  the  villa, 
The  "  Love  Bower,"  where  a  fond  wife 
And  a  golden-haired  baby  girl 
Had  been  the  shining  joy  of  one 
Who  might  not  long  fold  them  to  his 
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Breast,  lay,  as  the  lovers  turned 
Their  faces  homeward,  in  the  long 
Dark  shadow  of  a  gorgeous  mansion^ 
Looming  up  between  the  angeVs 
Footprint  and  the  east! 

This  was 
The  morning  of  Love  for  the  two 
Who  were  to  he  one  fleshy  and  the 
Morning  of  the  day  they  hallowed 
As  a  day  of  Love  and  Rest ! 


END    OF    MORNING. 


NOON. 


N  G  O  N 


HOPE. 

Hope — bright,  fond, 
Trusting  hope, — belongs  to  youth,  and 
To  woman  are  its  deepest  treasures 
Given — confidence  and  love ! 

What, 
What  is  there  like  Hope  ?     She  thrills  in 
The  maiden's  blush,  and  whispers  magic 
To  the  fond  heart  plighting  its  young 
Troth !     She  wipes  away  the  tear  and 
Often  buys  it  with  smiles !     She  it 
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Is,  that,  like  a  star,  shines  on  the 
Brow  of  the  fond  mother,  as  she 
Bends  over  her  sweet  bud  of  promise. 
Still  'tis  she  who  lifts  the  spirit. 
Mourning  in  the  dust  of  earthly- 
Griefs,  and  with  her  upward  look  and 
Folded  arms,  bears  it  from  wretchedness- 
Aye,  despair — and  sets  it  at  the 
Right  hand  of  God,  in  radiance 
Of  the  Great  Hope  moored  in  the 
Beautiful  hereafter ! 

Can  the  mind  know  evil  ?     Can  the 
Heart  y^^/  distrust  while  yet  it  is 
The  resting-place  of  Hope?     No,  no, 
'Tis  a  talisman  defending 
From  every  evil,  and  so  long  as 
The  heart  may  guard  it,  it  is  blest ! 
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THE  BRIDAL. 

It  was  the  joy 
And  song,  and  bloom  and  fragrance  of 
The  first  of  May  that  was  felt, 
Was  heard,  was  seen  and  breathed  !     It  was 
The  bridal  morn  of  the  immortal 
Moming-Glory  that  poured  such 
Sweetness  and  freshness  into  the 
"  Love  Bower."     It  was  the  spirit 
Of  the  good  angel  decking  his 
Own  footprint  with  a  storm  oi  bright 
Flowers,  wherewith  to  adorn  the 
Brightest  and  fairest  of  them  all ! 
It  was  the  love-spirit  of  the 
Gentle  mother  that  draped  the  vapory 
Folds,  and  with  tranquil  fingers  looped 
The  fleecy  veil  upon  the  drooping 
Head  and  shoulders.     Together  they 
Besought  Mm  "to  partake  of  their 
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Joy,  in  heaven,  for  the  sake  of 

His  child's  joy,  and  still  to  bless  her. 

And  oh !  if  his  protecting  love 

Might  come  to  her  then,"  whispered  the 

Spirit  of  the  bride,  "send  down 

Its  influence  to  hallow  this  day." 

Was  it  the  guarding  spirit  of 
The  father's  love  that  came  into 
The  casement  where  leaned  the  bride  ? 
The  old  beech  swept  its  tendrils 
Rudely  across  her  brow,  scattering 
The  blooming  myrtles  that  bound  it 
And  lo !  the  veil,  the  bridal  veil^ 
Lay  at  her  feet ! 

A  shudder  ruffled 
Her  spirit,  like  a  still  lake  suddenly 
Breeze-blown;  the  color  faded  from 
Her  temples,  where  the  blue  veins  throbbed 
In  icy  measures,  and  she  faltered. 
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"My  father! 
Heardest  thou  not  his  voice  ? 
^hou  rememberest  his  tones. 
My  mother !    Surely  I  heard  it !" 

"  Only  the  breeze,  my  child. 
Often  it  thus  deludes  me,  yet 
When  I  pray  to  it,  alas!  it 
Answers  not — 

Hark !  the  merry  bells !     They  were 
Our  marriage  bells !     Haste  thee,  and  don 
Thy  veil  and  wreath  again." 

It  was  the  joy 
And  song  and  bloom  and  fragrance  of 
The  first  of  May,  that  was  felt,  was 
Heard,  was  seen  and  breathed.     It  was  the 
Bridal  mom  of  the  immortal 
"  Moming-Glory,"  that  poured 
Such  sweetness  and  frediness  into 
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The  "  Love  Bower !"     It  was  the 

Spirit  of  the  good  angel,  decking 

His  own  footprint  with  a  storm  of 

Bright  flowers,  wherewith  to  adorn  * 

The  brightest  and  fairest  of  them 

AH!     It  was  the  love-spirit  of 

The  gentle  mother  that  looped  on 

The  scented  wreath,  and  hung  the 

Fleecy  veil  upon  the  drooping 

Head  and  shoulders ;   and  oh,  indeed 

It  was  the  love-spirit 

That  had  torn  off  the  veil 

In  warning!     The  beech,  whose  boughs  were 

Ever  moving  across  the  casement, 

Whose  branches  had  thus  rudely  scattered 

The  myrtle  blossoms — ^was  planted 

By  a  father's  hand — the  hand  which 

Clasped  the  magic  chain  around  a 

Tiny  throat,  and  laid  a  dying 

Blessing  upon  the  head  of  his 
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Baby-girl ! 

Why  did  the  branches  of  the  old 

Beech  scatter  the  myrtle  wreath  *? 

But  the  troth 
Was  plighted,  the  charmed  chain  no 
Longer  clasped  her  throat,  and  her  love. 
Deep,  trusting,  woman-love,  had  sworn 
Its  faith — had  chosen  its  path,  for  ever  ! 
Whether  that  path  lay  among  thoms 
Or  roses,  never  might  she  tum 
Now  ;  for  the  spell  that  bound  her  soul 
And  rocked  it  into  holy  dreams 
Was  like  a  spell  of  the  upas 
Upon  the  eyelids,  shutting  out 
From  the  inner  life  all  outward  vision ! 

They  had  stood 
Within  the  chapel,  flower-scented 
And  pleasant,  with  the  greetings  of 
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Friends.    They  had  sworn  the  solemn  vows 

And  were  made  one.     The  bridegroom, 

Eamest  and  attentive ;  the  woman 

Whom  he  was  to  love,  to  cherish 

Above  all  earthly  loves,  stood  with 

Downcast  eyes,  and  wetted  lashes 

Lying  on  her  stM  cheeks  ;  for  the 

Voice  of  the  beech  leaves  that  had  stirr'd 

Within  her  casement,  sent  icy 

Echoes  into  her  heart,  where  they 

Were  still  ringing ! 

Alas !  that  a  death-knell  should  ring 

At  a  bridal ! 

"  Thou  art  near  me, 
David,  I  will  fear  no  evil," 
Whispered  the  young  wife  as  they  were 
Greeted  by  laughing  guests,  and  passed 
Out  under  the  dim,  old  archway 
Of  the  church. 
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"Beloved!  my  Moming-Glory ! 
Mine,  mine !  for  ever  thou  art  mine  !'* 

In  the  dim  shadow 
Of  the  old  archway,  aloof  from 
Welcomers  and  friends,  stood  one ;  tall 
And  full  of  pride,  and  dangerously 
Splendid  as  the  lightning's  flash ;  her 
Lips  wore  a  curl  of  firm  resolve, 
And  as  her  eyes  upon  the  two, 
Whom  God  had  joined,  were  deeply  fixed, 
Slowly  was  her  high-bom  finger 
Lifted,  as  with  an  inward  vow ; 
And  the  root  of  sin  struck  deep 
Within  her  soul,  to  bear  its  own 
Bitter  fruit  in  its  own  harvest- 
Time. 

The  May  breeze 
Threw  back  her  jet  locks  but  to 
Display  the  dark  revenge  lurking 
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Around  her  crimson  cheeks,  and 
Palpitating  her  breast  into 
Tempest-heavings,  as  with  suddenness 
She  turned  and  swept  away  before 
The  two,  who  only  gazed  upon 
The  placid  river  of  their  love. 
Her  power  was  sibyl-like,  and 
She  too  was  looking  into  the 
Same  bright  river,  but  in  triumph 
She  saw  it  turbulent  and  dark 
Through  her  own  magic-poison !     With 
A  clear  ringing  laugh,  she  vanished 
Like  a  mist  from  the  bridal  group. 
Her  scarlet  robes  trailing  after 
Her  light  steps  like  charmed  things. 

This  was  the  bridal 
Of  the  immortal  Morning-Glory ! 
And  now  the  two  stood  as  one,  at 
The  casement,  where  they  so  oft  had 
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Stood  in  tender  bliss !  she  clinging 
Like  some  spring  tendril  to  her  soul's 
Adored,  while  he^  young  and  proud  in 
His  own  protecting  love,  gazed  down 
Into  the  deep  eyes  of  her  he 
Loved,  like  some  waving,  broad-armed 
Palm,  that  seems  so  proudly  to  throw 
Out  its  shading  leaves  when  jessamines 
Spring  under  its  shelter! 
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THE  WOMAN   WHOM    NAPOLEON   WRONGED. 

The  old  beech 
Was  sighing  a  soft,  low  sound  beside 
The  lovers,  casting  a  tremulous 
Shadow  upon  the  bride's  pure  brow. 
Cool  and  fragrant  the  apartment 
Was,  and  hung  in  silvery  rose. 
Letting  in  one  bright  ray  of  light 
In  softest  indolence.     A  harp 
Stood,  waiting  the  touch  of  magic 
Fingers,  now  clasped  within  the  fond 
Grasp  of  him  so  loved !     And  near  the 
Window,  where  the  single  ray  of 
Sunshine  fell  upon  the  sea-hued 
Wall,  hung  Josephine^  the  woman 
Whom  Napoleon  wronged. 

There  she  stood. 
With  the  fullness  of  beauty  and 
Love  dwelling  about  her  like  a 
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Flame,  flickering  in  its  own  peculiar 
Light  and  life.     Parted  the  ruby- 
Lips  were,  as  if  a  tender  word 
Stirred  upon  them ;  and  her  eyes  were 
Full-gazing,  as  only  they  might 
Gaze,  while  yet  her  soul  joyed  in  the 
Triumph  of  its  rich  devotion,  while  she 
Clung  as  a  fond  wife,  coveting 
Affection,  not  a  crown ! 
Upon  her  brow  hung  a  garland 
Of  poppies  and  yellow  corn ;  but 
The  blight  of  injury  and  wronged 
Love,  whose  pall  was  destined  to  shade 
For  ever  her  sweet,  fair  face,  had 
Not  yet  fallen  upon  her.     Thus 
The  deep-hued  flowers  in  her  drooping 
Hair  lent  a  fond  depth  to  those  beaming 
Eyes,  laughing  forth  their  soul  I 
On  whom  were  those  tender  eyes  tumed  *? 
Oh,  whence  came  their  magic  language  *? 

3* 
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Alas !  no  soothsayer's  art  was  a 
Needed  index  to  her  heart's  history. 

This  was 
The  noon  of  sweet  May's  life,  her  love 
Was  now  in  its  fullest  current 
Of  devotion.     Why  might  she  not 
Paint  the  soul  of  Josephine  ?  for 
Alas !  it  was  her  awn  life-picture, 
And  the  soul-breathing  that  hung  in 
Every  line,  and  light  and  pensive 
Shade,  was  but  the  semblance  of  her 
Own  life,  its  depths  stirred  so  fondly. 
So  thrillingly  that  every  thought 
And  look  was  mobile,  aye,  quivering 
With  their  shining  waters,  like  flowrets 
Springing  along  the  dewy  margins 
Of  a  brook,  wherein  their  tiny 
Heads  are  dipt,  by  the  gentle 
Baptism  of  its  wavelets  ! 
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Like 
Josephine  she  loved ;  and  he  to 
Whom  so  much  was  given,  was  as 
Cold  in  proud  ambition  as  the 
Man  who  showered  beneficence 
On  every  pauper,  yet  denied 
The  gentle  pleadings  at  his  heart 
For  one  tender  word  to  his 
Mendicant  queen. 

Oh,  is  not  ihis^ 
Of  all^  the  most  humiliating 
Beggary  ? 
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THE   SUMMER   NIGHT. 

Thus  waned  Spring, 
With  her  honeysuckle  bowers 
And  mating  warblers ;  buds  were  blown 
And  the  air  was  plaintive  with  the 
Wee  cries  of  young  birds.     May  had  died 
Like  a  fair  saint,  while  June  lay  smiling, 
And  beautiful,  and  promising. 
In  every  landscape. 

Thus  the  immortal 
Morning-Glory,  David's  May,  bloomed 
And  grew  more  beautiful,  as  Love 
Added  to  his  crown  each  shining 
Day.     She  basked  like  some  gay  bird  in 
The  sweet  realities  of  her  young 
Life ;  and  now  the  singing  of  these 
Three  hearts,  dwelling  in  the  footprint 
Of  the  angel,  and  bound  by  the 
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Holiest  bonds,  was  a  harmony 
Of  the  spheres. 

When  might  that  melody 
Be  broken  ?  and  once  in  discord. 
Oh !  could  their  enraptured  souls  live 
And  hear  it  no  more "?     Alas !  alas ! 

"  Fuller  the  joy 
Than  the  promise !     Aye,  beautiful. 
And  surer  than  the  bloom  of  June 
Following  in  the  footsteps  of 
May's  promises,  is  our  love  and 
Tender  bliss,"  whispered  the  young  wife 
As  she  clung  to  her  heart's  chosen 
One,  while  the  shadow  of  green  leaves 
Flitted  across  her  fair  brow,  and 
The  moon  threw  her  silver  light, 
All  dewy  and  fragrant,  upon 
Them. 

Her  days  were  spent  in  ministering 
Good  and  comfort  to  all  around  her. 
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And  while  David  toiled  in  the  world. 
Young  hearts,  and  old  decrepit  hands. 
Blessed  the  kind  care  of  his  wife. 
She  fed  the  poor  and  wiped  the  tear 
From  the  cheeks  of  the  dying !     Good 
She  had  ever  been,  h\it  felicity 
Had  ripened  her  goodness  into 
Perfect  fruit,  which  refreshed  many 
From  the  humblest  walks  and  meanest 
Cottages,  up  to  the  praising 
Spirit  of  her  mother ! 

And  he  whom  she  loved. 
Was  he  not  happy  *?  for  he  loved 
Her !     Ah,  a  care  had  of  late 
Settled  on  his  brow,  and  he  was 
Often  silent.     That  day  he  had 
Joined  the  father  of  the  Lady 
Evelyn,  and  he  mused:  "He  was 
Thy  father's  truest  friend,  my  little 
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<• 

May.     He  urged  me  into  this  launch 
Of  ambition  for  thy  interest's  sake." 

"But,  David, 
We  have  enough ;  all  this  is  ours ; 
My  father  gave  it  us  as  a 
Blessing ;"  and  a  tremor  passed 
Over  the  white,  bending  form. 

"  Nay,  nay !  I  must  he  great!  why  live  *? 
The  glorious  future  opens 
The  grand  portals  of  triumph 
Before  me,  and  for  her  I  have 
Sent  forth  this  day  all  my  energies. 
'Tis  done,  and  now  I  must  look  only 
Onward." 

"  Remember  the 
Charmed  gift,  and  the  sunrise  on  the 
Hill !     O  David,  always  love  me !" 
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"  Thou  art  my  wife. 
Hast  thou  love,  and  no  confidence  V 

"  And  hast  tkou  learned  the  world, 
And  not  learned  that  there  is  no 
Confidence  like  that  a  wife  bestows  ? 
Oh,  hast  thou  not  learned  this "?" 

"  Well,  I  can  be  strong — /  will  be 
Great!     Thou  must  not  fear  for  me, 
Nor  for  the  love  thou  hast  given  me. 
Nor  tremble  thus  in  these  strong  arms." 

Through  tears  fast  welling  up  fi-om  the 
Soul  that  too  much  adored^  she  smiled 
A  pure,  fond  smile  !  but 
A  chill  had  crept  over  her  spirit 
That  only  one  might  warm  away — 
And  he  saw  or  knew  it  not ! 
Now  the  night  dews  lay  heavily 
Upon  the  flowers,  and  hung  in 
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Damp  drops  on  the  satin  locks  of 

Her  who  wore  the  myrtle  wreath  in 

Full  joy !     Her  head  lay  on  his 

Bosom,  as  the  silence  of  the 

Night  crept  into  their  hearts.     The  moon 

Sank  in  melancholy  glare  behind 

A  dark,  high-looming  cloud,  and  as 

They  sat,  each  musing  upon  the 

Future,  they  became  as  silent 

As  that  summer  night; 

And  the  thoughts  of  the  woman's  heart 

Were  as  tearful  as  the  dew-laden 

Flowers  that  hung  above  them  near 

The  casement.     Thus  a  veil 

Was  drawn  between  these  two  sympathies 

Which  had  sworn  to  be  one,  while  they 

Sat  mute  in  solitary  presence 

Of  their  own  hearts,  and  though  its  tissues 

Seemed  as  vapory  as  the  mist 

That  floated  over  the  distant 
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Hills  on  this  summer  night     Oh, 
IVhjo  may  tear  it  asunder,  when. 
After  the  storms  of  years,  these  souls 
It  separates  learn  to  suffer 
Alone,  and  while  thus  suffering 
Change  its  tissues  from  the  tearful 
Mist  obscuring,  into  the 
Adamantine  that  kills  ! 

The  young. 
The  joyous,  the  beautiful,  pass 
Away,  and  to  a  bourne  where  naught 
Is  recked  of;  where  the  youth 
We  prize  is  swallowed  up  in  endless 
Time ;  where  the  joyous  and 
Beautiful  of  life  become  ephemeral 
And  die  before  that  dawn  of  joy 
And  beauty ;  where  all  things  are  to 
Put  on  the  garb  of  etemity ! 

Oh,  cherished  things 
Of  earth !  pulsating  dreams !  and 
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You  too,  beloved  and  worshipped !  you, 

The  heart's  idol,  garnered  with  a 

Jealous  love,  and  madly  loved,  with 

Soul-shattering  adoration, 

What  will  you  count  in  the  great  hereafter? 

Naught !  aye,  naught ! 

At  the  shrine  of  Love  is  written 

In  characters  of  blood — joy,  hope, 

Fear,  crime !  while  the  heart's  cherished  one 

Is  hugged  to  the  breast,  that  has  stood 

Above  storms,  and,  hearing  the  voice 

Of  affection  above  the  roar 

Of  all  tempests,  has  lifted  it 

In  triumph  far  above  the  sin 

And  sorrow  of  the  world  \    Yet  not 

For  ever !     Oh,  no !  for  the  curse 

Of  sin  is  upon  us,  sudden 

And  terrible  oft  in  its  revealings ! 

Hearts  that  were  warm. 
In  their  eternal  slumber,  dream 
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No  more !     Spirits  that  drank  the  bloocf 
Of  the  great  and  good,  and  lived  to 
Feed  upon  that  ambition  which 
Knows  no  rest,  are  lying  in  the 
Dust  from  whence  they  sprang ! 

The  young 
Are  gathered  to  the  silent  fold, 
And  the  joyous  laugh  of  the  happy 
Is  heard  not !     No,  for  eternity 
Has  begun.     And  what  now  are  tears  ? 
Why,  why  was  life  o'erwhelmed  with  a 
Sorrow  which  in  death  is  naught — 
Utterly  naught?     Why  have  loved 
And  dreamed?    Oh,  days  that  smiled!   oh,  hours 
That  gave  to  life  its  mourning  for 
Years !  why  were  ye  ?     Was  etemity 
Forgotten  in  the  bloom  of  the 
Passion-flower,  that  in  one  short 
Hour  molders  in  the  dust  ? 
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Oh,  what  sacred  truth ! 
Life  is  short !  its  cares  are  put  off 
From  the  weary  child  who  is  folded 
To  its  father's  bosom,  and  heaven 
Is  everlasting! 
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THE   PRAYER  IN   HEAVEN. 

The  corn  was  shocked, 
And  the  riches  of  August  hung 
On  every  fruit-bough  and  swelled  the 
Granaries.     Geraniums  and  poppies 
Stretched  forth  their  fragrant  and  brilliant 
Heads  in  every  nook  within  the 
Love-bower.     The  blooming  grave  was 
Still  the  earnest  care  of  her  who 
Made  her  household  bright,  yet  never 
Smiled.     Still  swayed  the  fingers  of  the 
Old  beech  athwart  the  casement,  while 
The  fingers  of  May  struck  delicious 
Melody  from  her  harp,  for  it  was 
The  noon  season  of  her  life.     Still 
Hung  Josephine  on  the  sea-hued  wall, 
Looking  beautiful  and  fond,  with 
The  faintest  ray  of  noonday  sun 
Laying  across  her  brow,  and  lighting 
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Into  life-like  beauty  the  wreath 

Of  crimson  poppies  and  yellow 

Corn,  drooping  o'er  its  placid  whiteness ; 

While  the  shade  of  silent  thought,  the  while 

Dwelling  on  the  brow  of  David, 

Was  no  longer  seen,  and  the  river 

Of  their  love  seemed  flowing  onward 

With  rhythmed  current  in  the  sunshine 

Of  their  noon. 

But  the  spirit  in  heaven 
Was  weary  at  last  of  waiting. 
And  heaven  was  less  heaven,  now 
That  he  prayed  for  the  woman  of 
}iis  earthly  lave. 

His  harp  was  the 
Hope  of  greeting  her,  and  every 
Silver  thread,  laid  in  the  bands  of 
Her  beautiful  hair,  was  one  chord 
More  for  the  melody  he  sang 
Near  the  throne  of  God ;  for  it  told 
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Of  time,  and  drew  the  hour  nearer 
When  they  should  meet. 

He  joyed 
With  their  guardian  angel,  whose 
Footprint  their  home  was,  and  now 
At  last  his  harp  became  so  full 
In  melody,  and  so  joyous  was 
The  spirit  of  the  true  man  whom 
God  loved,  that  He  numbered  the 
Silver  chords  of  the  spirit's  harp 
And  said,  "  It  is  finished^ 
Hiy  harp  is  perfect     Be  joyful  P^ 

Oh,  shout  ye  angels ! 
Sing  gladness  through  all  the  spheres !  for 
The  sins  of  a  spirit  are  now 
Atoned,  and  he  is  crowned  with 
Reward — the  perfect  joy  of  heaven  ! 

For  days  she  drooped. 
The  mother  and  fond  wife.     David 
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Was  absent  and  would  return  on 
The  morrow.     The  child  clung  now  to 
The  dying  mother  as  once  the 
Baby-girl  had  clung  in  the  presence 
Of  sacred  death,  years  agone. 
Gaspingly  she  watched  the  weary 
Eyes,  the  wan  and  suffering  face, 
While  her  trembling  hands  were  closely 
Press'd  in  the  cold,  dying  bosom, 
Feeling  the  mother's  last  touch  and 
Counting  the  feeble  pulses  of  the 
Heart's  ebbing  tide,  with  te^rs  and  wails, 

*Twas  the  hour 
Of  sunset,  when  golden  beanis  lie 
Under  every  leaf  and  tiny  plants — 
When  the  breeze  lulls  to  faintest  quiverings^ 
And  hill  and  dale  are  flooded  in  the 
Yellow  light  of  its  last,  still,  intense 
Glow. 

4 
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But  the  "  Love  Bower  "  was  voiceless 
In  all  this  glory  of  the  closing  day, 
For  death  had  trodden  its  flower- 
Scented  halls,  and  the  shadow  of 
Life  was  lifted  from  the  mother's 
Pale  brow  for  evermore. 

The  day  was  done, 
And  the  night  that  followed  was  not 
So  dark  as  the  aching  breast  of 
Her  who  in  the  silent  chamber  wept ! 
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DARKNESS. 

At  the  casement 
Sat  the  mourner,  motionless,  in 
Grief,  and  silent,  save  a  low,  quick 
Wail  that  rose  up  in  the  sacred 
Gloom  of  the  chamber  of  death. 

Alone  she  watched. 
Where  all  was  dark,  for  the  inner 
Blight  of  love  made  the  soul  dark. 

The  night  lay- 
In  calmest  repose  and  beauty. 
Out  upon  the  vale  and  distant 
Hills !     The  beech  was  sighing  its 
Ever  mournful  melody  without, 
As  through  its  branches  came  the  cold 
Moonbeams  into  the  dark  chamber, 
Falling  upon  the  placid  brow 
And  closed  eyes,  and  throwing  a 
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Serene  halo  about  the  winding- 
Sheet,  where  flickered  the  shadows  of 
The  beech  leaves  like  spirit  watchers ! 

Thus  sat  she, 
With  clasped  hands  and  tearful  eyes, 
Gazing  mutely  on  the  silent 
Form  that  so  peacefully  lay  in  the  moonbeams ! 

The  great  mansion. 
Whose  shadow  hung  over  the  "  Love  Bower," 
Was  gorgeous  in  festive  light ! 
Hung  were  its  walls  with  gay  garlands. 
And  sounds  of  gay  music  and  mirth 
Shook  the  mourner's  soul  with  fresh  grief 

'Twas  opposite 
The  house  of  death,  alj^this  bright  scene. 
And  so  near  that  a  tendril  of 
The  honeysuckle  that  grew  around 
May's  casement  might  reach  its  blossoms 
To  the  balcony  of  the  haughty 
Lady  Evelyn. 
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There  are  laughing 
Guests  flitting  through  the  proud  halls,  and 
Happy  lovers  breathing  soft  vows 
Upon  the  glittering  flower- 
Scented  balcony.     India  mulls 
And  perfumed  fabrics  are  stirred  by 
The  same  soft  breeze  that  breathes  on  the 
Pale  brow  of  death,  and  sends  th       of 
Pain  into  the  aching  breast  of 
David's  wife,  as  she  droops  in  the 
Still  night  of  sorrow,  alone ! 

She  lifts  her  eyes  to  the 
Lighted  festive  halls,  and  in  her 
Desolate  grief  her  soul  cries  aloud 
For  the  coming  of  her  David 
On  the  morrow — 

"  lihen  will  this  weary 
Void  be  filled  with  sweet  sympathy/^ 
She  cries,  and — and 
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But  she  starts !  and  straining 
Her  tearful  eyes  through  the  casement 
Where  the  night-blooming  vines  hang  heavy 
With  dew  and  fragrance,  she  stands. 
And  staring  wildly  upon  a  figure 
Flitting  through  the  scenes  of  festival, 
She  cries — 

"  O  God  I  was  that  ahothefs 
Voice?    To-morrow!  to-morrow! 
No,  no,  he  is  far  away." 

Oh,  back  from  this 
Sanctum  of  woe,  ye  sounds  of  bliss ! 
Out,  you  moonlight  and  sweet  breath  of 
Flowers,  for  the  shade  of  night  eternal 
Has  fallen  into  the  pure  heart 
Full  of  trusting  love ! 

She  has  shut  out 
All  earthly  light,  and  now  stands 
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Motionless  beside  the  dead,  watching, 
Tearless,  pale,  and  cold  as  stone !  and 
While  an  inward  vision  of  the 
Revellers  sweeps  through  her  frozen 
Brain,  fier  cold  lips  mutter 
"iVi?,  no!  it  could  not  be!" 

Weeks  came  and  sped. 
And  still  she  drooped  like  a  withered 
Rose!     There  was  na  bloom  on  her  wan 
Cheeks.     And  now  the  wife  was  the 
Fondest  care  of  the  husband,  while 
Every  little  act  of  love  sought 
Out  the  cloud  which  threw  -so  dense 
A  shadow  o'er  her  pure  soul. 

But  ah,  the  lips  were  mute  and  pale. 
Now,  and  her  tell-tale  eyes  would  say 
Nothing  but  ''''Love  me!  lave  me!'' 
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THE  i>AY  OF  LOVE  AND  kEST, 

Morning,  clear 
And  bright,  has  tolled  away  before 
The  noon,  while  the  mellow  tintings 
Of  the  forest  boughs,  send  a  quiet 
Glow  into  the  sunny  air,  subduing 
The  spirit ! 

Summer  has  gone, 
And  Autumn,  with  her  chill  airs,  is 
Scattering  all  bloom  and  beauty. 

Again  the 
Two  statid  upon  the  hill — where  their 
Troth  was  plighted.     The  wife  is 
Pale  and  trembling,  while  her  heart  flutters 
Like  a  fettered  dove. 

Long,  weary  days 
Of  illness  have  racked  her  fair,  young 
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Form,  since  they  two  stood  as  now  they 
Standi  upon  the  hawthorn  hill. 

She  draws  him  to 
The  avalanche  with  icy  grasp 
And  in  whispered  agony  cries — 

"Look  down,  David, 
Dost  thou  remember  this  brooks 

Ambition 
Has  been  the  rock  on  whose  cold — 

Our— O  David! — — 

Thy  ruin !" 

"May!  May!  speak, 
I  beg  thee — this  is  foolish  fondness — 
What  hast  thou  T 

She  draws  forth 
From  his  neck  the  charmed  chain,  quivering 
In  her  grasp,  tums  toward  the  valley 
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Where  the  shadow  of  the  great  mansion 
Looms  up  between  the  angel's  footprint 
And  the  east,  arid  lifting  her  grieved, 
Strange  eyes  into  the  face  of  him 
IVh  promised  all,  points  with  a 
Death-like  finger  to  the  great  shadow, 
And  falls  upon  the  withered  grass 
Before  him^  like  some  lily 
Whose  stem  is  suddenly  snapp'd, 

This  was 
The  noon  of  love  for  the  two 
Who  were  to  be  one  flesh. 

And  the 
Noon  of  the  day  they  still  hallowed 
As  a  day  of  Love  and  Rest ! 


END    OF    NOON. 


>K 
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NIGHT. 


FATE. 


There  is  a  power 
Sterner  than  death,  and  that  is  the 
Power  of  Fate ! 

Tears  of  blood  have 
Been  wept,  and  in  vain!     Its  voice  is 
Lifted,  and  in  the  sound,  millions 
Have  gone  onward  in  despair ! 
Always  stem,  and  often  merciless  ; 
For  at  the  shrine  of  Fate,  who  has 
Not  looked  on  a  young  heart  bowed  by 
Its  first  revealings?     Count  the 


94  Night 

Burning  tears  on  that  young  face  where 
Purity  and  love  are  dwellers; 
Watch  the  bent  form  putting  away 
The  joyousness  of  youth,  with  a 
Weary  spirit  and  surcharged  heart, 
Toiling  onward  with  the  prayers  of 
Years  unheeded !     This  is  the  power 
Of  Fate — terrible  and  sure !    ^ 
Often  round  her  throne,  as  trophies 
Of  her  conquest,  the  dead  are  lying! 
Uiere  is  Hope,  with  closed  eyes,  and  dead 
Among  the  fragrance  and  early 
Bloom  of  spring !     Pansies  droop  over 
Her  young  brow,  and  violets  spring 
About  the  closed  wings  which  may  rejoice 
No  more  in  sunny  flight. 

Affection  is  there 
With  the  snowy  robes  of  youth 
About  her*     On  her  fair  brow  still 
Shines  the  star  of  faith,  and  in  her 
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Tender,  melancholy  beauty, 
Where  the  marble  stillness  of  death 
Reigns,  you  may  look  into  the  depth 
Of  feeling's  fount,  petrified,  not 
Drained ! 

Sweet  dreams, 
And  the  fantasies  of  life,  Uke 
Withered  leaves,  sweep  by  the  stern  ruler 
(Throned  on  her  dead),  but  as  strains  of 
Music  unheard — for  Fate 
Understands  not  the  language  of 
Prayer ! 
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SUNSHINE   AND  SHADOW. 

A  baby  is  nestled 
On  a  mother's  breast.     Its  soft,  quick 
Breathings  seem  like  a  young  bird's,  and 
The  little,  low  wail  stirs  the  deep 
Fountain  of  a  mother's  love  !     Now 
Again  shines  every  heart  within 
The  "  Love  Bower,"  and  the  storm  that 
Had  threatened,  bringing  darkness,  might 
Have  rolled  away  for  ever  from 
Between  these  two :  but  alas !  Oh, 
Alas! 

She  loved  with  a  fearful 
Depth  of  feeling ;  but  he  whose  holy 
Right  it  was  to  protect  and 
Sustain,  possessed  no  safeguard  from 
The  sins  of  life ;  no,  not  e'en  his 
Love  (for  he  loved  the  woman  who 
So  much  gave  him),  but  ambition 
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Was  his  bane !     Ardent  in  will 
And  selfish  in  passion,  where,  where 
Might  he  turn  within  his  soul  for 
A  good  angel  to  conquer  evil  ? 

•*  Once  seized 

By  an  evil  passion,  would  he 
Not  sink  to  ruin  and  temptation  1 
Temptation  where  ambition 
Whispered  success,  while  his  selfish 
Passions  were  fanned  into  flame  (by 
Dazzling  beauty  and  a  fiendish 
Will) — where,  where  might  he  flee? 

"Not  to  the  tender  loving  arms  of 
The  young  mother,"  whispered  ambition 5 
"No,  she  was  too  calm." 

Ah !  her  beauty  was  the  beauty 
Of  the  children  of  God — pure !  holy  f 
Her  love  was  her  life !  and  she  gave 
It  wholly,  as  a  thing  breathing. 
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Because  it  lives. 

"She  is  not  one  to  lead  forth  thy 

High  ambitions  to  an  applauding 

World," 

Whispered  again  the  ruling  king.  * 

Ah,  no !  she  loved  her  easel  and 
Her  casement  where  her  harp  stood,  and 
Where  now  she  rocked  her  baby  with 
A  seraph's  smile,  waiting  for  David. 
To  her,  he  was  all  she  wished  him — 
"Why  should  he  not  feel  the  bliss  of 
Content?" 

This,  the  wife's  affection  often 
Asked  now,  as  she  sat  at  the  old 
Casement,  with  her  blue-eyed  baby  looking 
Into  her  own  tear-dimmed  eyes,  while 
A  stem  thought  rose  out  of  the  past. 
When  she  sat  in  the  silent  chamber 
Of  Death,  and  beheld  a  form  in 
The  mansion  of  festival.     She 
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Thought  of  the  midnight  darkness  that 
Fell  upon  her  as  she  shut  out 
The  cold  moonbeams,  and,  standing 
Mutely  by  her  mother's  corpse,  knew 
By  the  inner  nighty  that  perfect 
Confidence,  like  a  grieved  angel, 
Had  fled  from  th^  blooming  paradise 
Of  her  love ! 

This  was  the  thought,  that,  like  a 
Grim  spectre,  rose  from  her  happiest 
Hours.     It  tempered  every  joy  and 
Shaded  every  smile ! 

The  world  had  tamished 
Him  she  had  so  loved!  now  his  smiles 
Were  full  of  silent  thought. 

Bitter  and  long 
Was  the  contest  raging  within 
His  breast!  but  not  so  bitter  or 
So  blighting  as  the  victory — 
The  evil  victory  that  followed ! 
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THE  CONTEST, 

"The  Lady  Evelyn 
Lies  struggling  'tween  life  and  death — 

She  has  no  mother — 
Wilt  thou  watch  by  her  to-night? 

Come^  May, 
I  know  where  affection  is  needful 
^hou  art  never  wanting  1'^ 

"David,  thou  wishest  it?" 

"I  wish  it — be  thou  charitable/' 

"But,  David, 
Hast  thou  claims  to  urge— my — my" — 

"Nay,  nay!  I  pray  thee — 
Now  thou  art  a  mother,  not  a  child.  * 

Go  watch  by  the  daughter  of  our 
Friend  and  patron — thy  father's  friend/' 
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"  Thy  pleasure 
Is  my  pleasure.     Our  Dove  is  cradled — - 
I  will  go  to  the  Lady  Evelyn." 

The  day  had  sunk 
In  all  the  glory  of  an  autumn 
Sky. 

Faintly  glimmer  the  first 
Twilight  stars,  while  the  falling  leaves 
Rustle  softly  on  the  air,  leaving 
Their  summer  boughs  bare ! 
Silent  clouds  drift  heavily  across 
The  west,  and  a  cold  west  wind  drives 
Them  in  hurled  banks  toward  the  east, 
Chilling  the  warm  summer  blood  of 
Man,  of  beasts,  and  plants ! 

A  man  who 
Has  learned  the  world,  wears  the  misery 
Of  its  fatal  knowledge  on  his 
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Brow.     Through  his  weakness  it  has 
Conquered  all  that  was  good  of  him, 
And  now  he  fights  the  terrible 
Battle  that  all  fight,  once  in  life ! 

In  the  chamber 
Where  the  wife  had  sorrowed,  where  the 
Cold  corpse  had  lain,  where  the  child  was 
Bom,  and  where  the  little  Dove  now 
Slept,  groaned  the  father ; 
Temptation  was  at  war  with  his 
Soul,  and  fierce  was  the  contest ! 

Vision  went  inward; 
He  was  weighing  all  things,  while  the 
Fatal  voice  of  the  tempter  rang 
In  his  inmost  soul. 

He  strode  the  sanctum! 
In  misery  he  fought ! 

He  tried  to  pray! 
Futile,  oh,  how  futile ! 
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A  holy  voice  speaks  to  him;  he 
Hears  it  above  the  roar  of  this 
Horrible  storm,  and  he  softly 
Steals  to  the  cradle  where  the  young 
Bud  lies  in  its  young  innocence ; 
Lifts  the  cambric  covers  from  its 
Tiny  face,  and  stands  in  humbled 
Contemplation  before  the  judgment 
Of  its  pure  smile ! 
"Guilt!  guilt!"  cries  out  his  soul — 
And  the  strong  man  falls  beside  the 
Cradle  of  the  sleeping  child,  and  weeps ! 

Youth  has  for  ever  fled  from  his 
Life.     This  night  has  recorded  its 
Severe  strife  by  lines  of  wretchedness 
Upon  the  fair,  high  brow,  and  threads 
Of  silver  among  his  locks ! 

The  fruit  of 
That  bitter  night,  he  so  believed 
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Fictory — was  sacrifice  ;  over  it 
His  selfish,  guilty  soul  brooded 
While  the  last  rays  of  their  sunshine 
Brightened  the  "  Love  Bower."     But 
At  last  it  bore  the  fruit  of  death, 
And  Night  came  o'er  the  two  hearts 
For  evermore! 

All  night  sat  the  wife, 
Watching  and  heeding  the  fever-madness 
Of  the  haughty  beauty. 
Her  cool  hands  laid  back  the  raven 
Braids  with  pearls  and  rubies  still  twined 
About  them — ^her  fair  shoulders,  still 
Draped  with  soft  lace  and  India  mull — 
Her  arms,  dazzlingly  white,  glittered 
With  rare  jewels,  and  as  she  tossed 
In  fevered  ravings,  now  weeping. 
Now  laughing  in  wicked  triumph, 
The  moon  went  down,  and  a  cold  rain 
Trickled  upon  the  panes. 
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The  spirit 
Of  the  young  mother  lay  in  that 
Still  shadffw  that  comes  before^  but 
As  no  plaintive  wail  came  up  to 
Her  attentive  ears,  from  the  "Love  Bower," 
She  knew  her  Dove  lay  in  peace,  and 
She  was  content. 

Suddenly  the  eyes 
Of  the  delirious  woman 
Unclosed  their  long,  heavy  fringe, 
And  she  stared  wildly  into  the 
Serene  face  beside  her— 

"Fear  not, 
I  have  watched  all  night  beside,  you ; 

What  can  I  do  for  you  ?" 
Pleads  the  true,  tender  voice. 

"  Leave  me  !  Oh,  leave  me !" 
Shrieked  Lady  Evelyn.     "  Away ! 
You,  and  your  baby  nestled  on 

? 
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Your  happy  breast,  have  crazed  and  fevered 
This  brain.     I've  watched  you  at 
Your  casement !     Away !"  she  screamed 
In  wild  raving.     "Away  with  that  face, 
Or  my  revenge  must  fail !" 

She  springs  from  her  silken  couch,  and 
(Sparkling  in  jewels)  with  wild  looks 
And  blighting  grasp  seizes  her  victim 
(White  and  cold  as  stone)  before  her, 
And  hisses  into  her  ears  words 
That  drop  into  her  soul  like  liquid 
Fire,  whose  sound  she  hears  for  ever : 

"  I  hate  you  ! 
Out  from  me  !     You  are  his  through  law 
Of  man — but  he  is  mine — 
His  very  soul  is  mine  ! 

Hark  you  I 
He — loves — me  I     Ha  I  ha  I  ha ! 
Loves  me  wildly — passionately !" 
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Back  upon  the  downy  couch  she 
Falls,  her  sandaled  feet  stamping  in 
Rude  anger,  with  emerald  serpents 
Coiled  about  the  ankles ;  and  with 
Haughty  scorn  she  draws  her  satin 
Robes  about  her  closer,  that  they  may 
Not  touch  the  tottering  form  of 
The  broken  heart,  staggering,  wailing. 
Through  the  portals,  from  her  mission 
Of  sympathy  and  love ! 

Long  stood  she 
In  the  cold  night,  knowing,  feeling 
Naught.     She  heard  not  the  rain,  nor 
The  tempest-wind,  nor  the  distant 
Moaning  howl  of  the  watch-dog,  lending 
Terror  to  the  pitchy  blackness 
Of  the  hour; — 

She  only  heard  those 
Fatal  words  !     They  roared  within  her 
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Breast,  louder  than  the  gusts  of  the 
Tempest — they  seethed  her  brain 
Like  firebrands! 

She  gained  the 
Hallowed  casement  of  her  chamber — 
The  child  lay  sleeping;  the  father, 
Waiting  for  the  wife,  to  tell  her 
Of  his  strife  and  victory — 
He  believed  it  victory^  and 
Had  he  then  told  all,  the  angels 
In  heaven  might  have  called  it  so ! 
She  would  have  been  the  Morning-Glory 
Of  their  eternal  world ! 
But  that  was  not  to  be ; 

He  had  sown  tares. 
What  should  he  reap  *? 

Groping  along 
The  darkness,  she  shunned  the  light  where 
She  knew  he  waited. 
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She  could  not 
Meet  his  face,  his  look,  just  yet,  and 
She  thought  of  his  arms  about  her — 
Oh,  what  bitter  shudders  it  brought ! 

She  crept  through  the  lattice 
Into  a  darkened  and  closed  chamber. 
There  to  despair  alone — to  sit 
Like  stone ! 

Had  the  father  that  night 
Followed  the  voice  that  led  to  the 
Cradle  of  his  child,  while  his  breast 
Was  aching  in  stern  strife :  that  voice 
That  said,  "  Tell  her  all  and  you  are 
Saved^''  he  had  saved  all!     But  ere  he 
Spoke,  or  she  could  hear  his  voice. 
Many  days  and  weeks  had  passed — aye. 
Years  of  blight !  of  misery !  of  death ! 
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SEAR   AND   BLIGHT. 

And  now  May 
Had  lain  (as  it  were)  in  the  arms 
Of  death.     Autumn  had  lapsed  into 
The  darkness  and  cold  of  winter. 
Ice  and  rain  had  turned  the  gorgeous 
Landscape  into  death-pictures,  and 
May  awoke  again  in  this  world — 
Awoke  to  the  endless  night  of 
Life — the  death  of  affection ! 

She  awoke,  blighted,  wasted, 
Broken !     Her  baby  brought  life  to 
Her  wan  face,  where  the  calmness  of 
Death  reposed ;  but  David !  she  could  not 
Look  upon  him ;  screams  and  spasms 
Of  pain  followed  his  presence ;  he 
Dared  not  approach  her,  e'en  in  her 
Weakest  delirium ! 
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Months  had  sped 
Since  that  fatal  night,  and  yet  these 
Two  "  vsho  zvere  to  he  oneJiesJi^'  had 
Not  met !     No  look,  no  word 
Of  tenderness  had  passed  to  them 
Over  the  gulf  of  misery 
Yawning  between ! 

He  had  "conquered 
The  folly  of  affection,"  he 
Vainly  reasoned ;  now  he  blessed  the 
Fate  that  barred  confession  on  the 
Fatal  night.     Oh,  where  was  now 
The  spectre  that  so  terrified 
The  strong  man  on  his  night  of  strife, 
When  he  deluded  conscience  into 
The  belief  of  victory? 

Alas !  it  had  become 
A  siren,  smiling  and  beckoning. 
He  obeyed  its  voice,  and  the  seal 
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Of  his  doom  was  the  victory 
Of  an  unholy  love ! 

With  feeble  steps 
Once  more  May  tottered  to  the 
Casement  with  her  Dove  upon  her 
Breast. 

Holy  and  soft  was  the  voice 
That  lulled  it  to  its  evening  sleep 
And  the  love  that  nourished  it  was 
Silent  as  deep ! 

David  was  full 
Of  life  and  spirits,  and  his  voice 
Rang  merrily  along  the  garden 
Walls,  where  ofttimes  he  lingered  now, 
At  nightfall,  with  the  father  of 
The  Lady  Evelyn.     He  was  to  sail 
In  his  own  vessel  shortly,  and 
Already  had  his  missive  of 
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Adieus  been  sent  to  May  and  the 
Little  Dove ! 

"She  repulses  me," 
Whispered  a  voice  he  knew  was  not 
T^he  voice  of  conscience. 

"Why  should  I  stay? 
If  she  love  me  not  enough  to 
Endure  trifles — to  forgive,  to 
Forget — then  she  loves  me  little. 
Too  little !" 
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WORDS   OF  PROPHECY. 

The  day  was  done, 
And  die  Dove  at  rest  in  its  downy- 
Bed,  and  the  young  mother  gazes 
Mutely  on  the  picture  of  Josephine ; 
This  is  so  sweet  a  talisman 
Of  their  young,  fond,  unsullied  love. 
That,  while  thus  gazing  fondly,  her  dark 
Resolution  shrinks  down  in  weak 
Despair,  hke  a  poor  beggar  screening 
His  rags  from  the  touch  of  royal 
Robes ! 

Tears,  wild  sobs,  and  blinding 
Misery  shake  her  wan  frame.     She 
Begs  for  strength,  but  how  can  she  be 
Strong  ?     Her  heart  is  dying  ! 

She  thinks  of  the  betrothal. 
The  sunrise  on  the  hawthorn  hill. 
And  the  charmed  chain. 
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She  thinks  of  the  bridal  morn,  when 
The  myrtle  garland  lay  at  her 
Feet,  and  the  veil  was  rudely  torn 
From  her  brow  by  the  boughs  of  the 
Old  beech ! 

Night  had  fallen 
Sullenly;  sharp  was  the  air,  and  chill. 
For  a  storm  lowered,  but  all  was 
Calm,  so  calm  that  voices  came  to 
The  casement  (now  always  closed)  clearly. 

"'Tis  David,"  whispered  the  quivering 
Breath  of  May. 

"  I  will  see  him  once  more ;" 
And  with  trembling  fingers  she  looses 
The  bars  that  so  long  have  shut  out 
The  hateful  vision  of  her 
Misery ! 

Oh,  why  can  she  not  die. 
As  she  looks  upon  these  two,  whose 
Tie  is  an  unholy  love  ? 
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They  sit 
In  loving  converse,  while  the  eyes 
Of  the  guilty,  cruel  woman, 
Wear  a  softened  look,  and  tears  lie 
On  her  crimson  cheeks. 

The  night  is  calm 
As  the  calm  of  death,  while  the  two 
Voices  are  borne  to  the  dark  casement. 

"  Evelyn,  you  have 
Made  me  what  I  am.     I  should  have 
Been  naught  save  a  love-sick  swain 
But  for  your  glorious  pride  and 
Spirit.     Now  I  have  rkhes^ 
Fame^  honor  among  men.     Oh,  what. 
What  do  I  not  owe  to  you,  my 
Counsellor,  and  sweet  friend  *?" 

"O  David,  would  that 
It  were  my  lot  to  follow  you ; 
Why,  oh,  why  are  we  severed  T 
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Hastily  the  guilty  man  rises, 
And  seizing  both  the  fair  jewelled 
Hands  held  forth  to  him,  cries  : 

"  I  curse  the  hour  that  wedded  me 
To  her.     Evelyn,  see!" 
And  he  wrenches  the  charmed  chain 
From  his  neck : 

"  This  was  the  talisman 
Of  our  love — thus  do  I  dishonor 
It,  and  cast  it  from  me ! 
May  I  be  blighted,  desolate. 
And  dying,  ere  I  again 
Behold  it ! 
For  that  tie  has  been  between  us  /" 

He  hurled  it 
From  his  cold,  nervous  grasp,  but  he 
Little  knew  that  his  words  were  the 
Words  of  Fate — that  the  voice  within 
Was  prophecy— terrible  as  sure 
In  its  fulfillment ! 
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THE   FLIGHT. 

Fierce  was  the  tempest, 
And  the  wind  sobbed  and  wailed  Hke  a 
Broken  heart,  driving  a  sheet  of 
Icy  rain  fiercely  through  the  pitchy 
Night! 

Gust  upon  gust  rent 
The  air !     The  deluge  poured  down  its 
Fullness.     The  old  beech,  uprooted, 
Lay  a  victim  to  the  tempest's 
Rage,  while  May  stood,  mute  and  motionless. 
Waiting!  waiting  what ^     Alas!  alas! 

Why  should  she  fear  the  storm? 

She  had  worked  with  the  strength  of  death 
All  night !     She  had  done  for  ever 
With  the  house  of  her  father  !     Oh, 
Polluted  was  this  sanctum  of  bliss ! 
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She  must  flee  from  it  if  she  wished 
To  see  God  in  Heaven — if  she 
Longed  to  lay  her  weary  head  on 
The  breast  of  her  mother,  who  dwelt 
There,  she  must  fly  this  spot  of 
Bitter  woe,  lest  the  canker  enter 
Her  stricken  soul,  and  it  too,  perish 
With  her  earthly  love ! 

Josephine, 
The  mendicant  queen  of  the  cold 
Stern  heart,  wears  no  garland  of 
Happy  festival  now.     The  quivering 
Pencil  of  grief  has  closed  the  eyes 
And  the  lids  are  drooping  upon 
The  cheeks  where  tears  are ! 

The  hands  are 
Tightly  clasped,  till  blood  is  curdled 
About  the  slender  nails,  though  they 
Lie  across  the  bosom  as  if 
The  soul  would  pray  I 
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And  on  the  brow, 

Pale  with. the  whiteness  of  deaths 
A  line  is  written  in  letters 
Of  blood: 

"T&?  staff  is  broken! 
The  thorn  has  pierced  my  soul 
And  stained  for  ever  the  white  banner 
Of  our  l(rver 

With  the  early  dawn 
She  fled  from  her  father's  halls, 
While  yet  the  mutterings  of  the 
'Tempest  were  heard,  the  doors  of  the 
"Love  Bower"  shut  out  their  light,  their 
Love  lights  for  ever ! 

With  her  baby 
Closely  nestled  to  her  aching. 
Beating  breast,  she  trod  the  garden 
Walks,  more  crushed  than  the  storm-wom  flowers. 
And  as  she  passed  the  old  loved  beech, 
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Lying  broken,  torn  and  dead,  bitter 
Thoughts  were  at  strife  within — thoughts 
That  turned  her  tears  to  stone  for  ever ! 

She  must  live 
And  suffer  yet  more,  but  the  fountain 
Of  her  tears  was  sealed !     Thus  with  her 
Birdling  she  went  forth. 
She  had  turned  her  face  from  the  scenes 
Of  youth,  and  happiness,  and  bliss, 
Henceforth  to  tread  upon  thorns,  alone. 
Unseen ! 

Shunned  were 
The  silent  graves  (embowered  so 
Peacefully)  by  the  stricken  child  !• 
Unfelt  the  bright  glory  of  the 
Rising  mom ;  unseen  the  glorious 
Beams  of  the  god  of  day,  rolling 
Away  the  mist  from  the  hawthorn 
Hill,  where  all  became  bright  and  clear — 
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Unseen  all  this,  for  the  mist  that 
Lay  on  the  soul  of  the  young  mother 
Was  heavy  as  the  holy  sepulchre 
Stone — and  might  never  be  rolled 
Away,  until  touched  by  the  will 
Of  God! 

On,  on  she  sped, 
Nothing  hoping — no,  not  even 
Death — for  she  had  not  died  when  she 
Heard  the  curse  fall  upon  her  life 
From  lips  whose  vows  had  been  the 
Sweetest  music  of  her  youth — 
She  had  not  died  when  the  sacred 
Talisman  of  their  love  fell,  glittering 
At  her  feet.     No,  no,  she  had  not 
Died  as  she  clasped  the  chain  about 
The  neck  of  her  slumbering  Dove, 
And  with  her  own  blood  traced  the 
Story  of  her  doom  upon  the 
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Brow  of  Josephine !     No,  no, 
She  could  not  die  then^  why  might  she 
Hope  to  die  now,  though  she  was  desolate, 
Though  the  waves  of  bitterness  had 
Drenched  affection? 

Though  life  had  lost 
Its  last  charm,  yet  must  she  live! 
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THE   SHIPWRECK. 

To  a  humble  cottage, 
Poor  and  wretched,  on  a  lone  seashore, 
The  hunted  fawn  took  refuge ! 
The  old,  good  wife  had  called  her  "angel," 
Years  agone !     She  it  was  whose  words 
Of  sweet  comfort  calmed  the  turbulent 
Soul  of  the  old  fisherman,  and 
Prepared  it  for  the  presence  of 
Its  God.     She  it  was  whose  tender 
Pity  placed  these  two  beyond  the 
Want  of  daily  bread,  and  often 
When  the  sod  began  to  grow  upon 
The  seaside  grave  of  the  old  man, 
Had  the  "lady  angel"  come  with 
Cheering  smiles  and  words  of  comfort 
To  the  lonely  woman,  dwelling 
In  the  fisherman's  little  sea-lashed 
Cot. 
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And  now,  O  God  ! 
She  had  fled  the  circle  where  her 
Heart's  blood  flowed,  and  with  her  child 
Upon  her  fainting  breast,  she  gained 
The  cottage  (where  dying  lips 
Had  blessed  her).     She  knocked, 
And  was  received. 

'Tis  there  she  sits. 
With  life  all  done,  waiting  for  the 
Angel  of  death!  . 

The  waves  moan 
And  lash  in  harmony  with  the 
Still,  death-like  thought  reigning  in  the 
Bosom  that  rocks  the  white,  tiny 
Baby,  and  the  days  rise  from  the 
Blue  sea's  bosom,  and  the  nights  come 
Down  in  all  their  heavenly  calm 
Or  tempest-heavings,  but  they  stir 
Not  the  holy  calm  of  the  stricken 
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One;  no,  for  she  is  listening 
For  a  voice,  and  waits  on  the  dismal 
Seashore  for  the  coming  of  the 
Angel  of  death ! 

Months  have  rolled 
Slowly  on,  and  winter,  cold  and  blighting, 
Covers  the  earth  like  a  pall. 

The  day  has  gone  down 
In  stormy  night  I     The  wind  roars 
Upon  the  raging  billows  that 
Hiss  and  crash  with  the  thunder  peals, 
While  lurid  flashes  of  lightning  dart 
Athwart  the  stormy,  black  sea,  giving 
View  to  the  awful  terror  of  the  night ! 

A  light  shines 
Through  the  window  of  the  fisher's 
Cot.     A  mother  watches — 
She  hears  the  voice — ^but  'tis  not  for 
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Her.     The  angel  will  come  to  bear 
Her  Dove  from  its  nest  on  an  aching 
Bosom  to  the  bosom  of  perfect 
Love,  where  no  tears  are  wept  I 

A  wreck  is  on  the  seas, 
The  light  from  the  cotter's  window 
Is  descried,  and  the  despairing 
Cries  reach  e'en  the  mother's  ears.     She 
Looks  forth  into  the  pitchy  night, 
When  suddenly  a  flash  of  tempest 
Lightning  shows  the  sinking  ship,  her 
Tattered  sails  like  white  birds  fluttering, 
Her  souls  clinging  vainly  to  her 
Reeling  sides,  languishing — perishing ! 

Down !  down  I     All  is  lost ! 
The  wind  is  lulled,  and  the  wailing 
Cries  that  broke  into  the  chamber 
(Where  the  mother  watched),  are  heard  no ' 
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More,  for  the  voice  of  many  souls 
Is  hushed  for  ever :  they  are  now 
With  the  dead! 

The  face  of  the 
Mother  is  tightly  pressed  against 
The  pane — she  is  watching  a  billow, 
Where  a  white  speck  seems  struggling; 
The  quick  gaspings  of  her  dying 
Child  stir  the  embers  of  her  soul. 
Where  all  that  was  dear  perished,  and 
Her  weary  eyes  looked  wild,  not  stem, 
But  far  from  tender. 

She  is  out  upon  the  beach,  and 
With  straining  eyes  beholds  a  struggling 
Form  dashed  by  the  surging  waves. 
T^wo  forms  are  tJiere — but  God  has  hallowed 
The  woman's  holy  love,  and  the 
Same  billow  that  bore  the  sorrow-worn 
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And  guilty  father  to  gaze  once 
More  upon  his  dying  child,  tore 
A  dark  and  fiendish  beauty  from 
His  side,  where  she  clung  in  wild 
Terror. 

"Away,  away!" 
He  cried,  "  I  will  not  die  near  thee — 
Truth,  honor  and  love  were  bartered 
For  my  great  sin,  and  the  fires  of 
Hell  compass  me." 

"  Oh,  my  God !"  he  groaned,  as  he  turned 
Him  from  the  woman, 

"Help  me! 
Oh,  how  false  have  I  been  to  all 
My  vows !     That  deserted  chamber ! 

She  has  fled 
From  these  arms,"  he  gasped,  "and  thou 
Shalt  not  usurp  them  in  death. 

Away  from  me, 
Woman^away,  away !" 
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He  pushed  her  from  him,  and  a 
Wave  broke  between  them;  her  white. 
Weak  arms  lost  their  clasp  and 
(Madly  cursing  heaven)  she  was 
Swept  back  to  a  briny  grave,  while 
The  dying  man,  struggling  with  his 
Fainting  strength,  and  shuddering  at 
His  own  guilt  and  desolation, 
Gasped  still,  "Away,  away!" 

His  guilty  love  was  done,  and  the 
Trembling  man  was  grateful  to  his 
God,  though  he  was  blighted^  desolate^ 
And  dying! 

No  word,  no  cry. 
Told  David  that  the  Morning-Glory 
Of  his  morning  stood  before  him. 
No ;  but  the  woman's  tender  love 
Had  thrilled  again  the  stricken  breast, 
And  descends  upon  the  shattered 
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Man  like  gentlest  dews  on  fainting  plants. 

There  she  stands  with  outstretched  arms, 

Her  lips  parted  witli  a  fond 

Smile,  her  eyes  dimmed  with  pity's  tear. 

And  her  deep,  strong  love  shining  (as 

She  stands  upon  the  dark,  stormy 

Beach)  in  its  halo — 

Shining  as  only  a  woman's  love 

May  shine,  through  tears,  through 

Desolation,  through  death ! 

With  a  faint  cry 
The  dying  man  stretches  forth  his 
Longing  arms  to  a  form  that  comes 
Not  to  the  call  of  aid  from  his 
Departing  soul.     Another  wave 
And  he  is  lashed  upon  the  shore — 
"'Tis  she!  O  God!  she  is  dead!" 
And  a  lurid  flash  of  the  tempest 
Shows  him  a  whitie,  still  form,  lyin^^^ 
Mute  and  lifeless ! 


"OGod!"  he  cries, 
"Let  not  the  embrace  of  these  dying 
Lips  pollute  this,  thy  temple ! 
My  sin  overcame  her  life.     Deal 
Thou  not  justly  with  me,  lest  I 
Behold,  her  nevermore  beyond  the  grave. 

"  Oh,  may  she  never  hear  or  feel 
My  contrite  love?     When,  O  God! 
When  shall  we  meet  again*?     And  my 
Child,  oh  let  me  but  tell  them  how 
I  have  sorrowed  and  longed  for  them— 
Let  me  look  upon  her  only 
Once  in  heaven,  and 
I  will  go  down  to  the  just  hell  of 
My  inconstancy,  with  the  light 
Of  her  angel-face  shining  in 
My  darkened  soul." 

Look,  you  who  laugh  at  sin, 
You  who  enjoy  the  blessings  of 
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A  God,  scorn  not  the  humility 

Of  this  broken  man.     He  knows  he 

Has  crushed  his  own  life ;  he  knows  that 

^The  wages  of  sin  is  death;  he 

Has  sinned,  he  must  suffer ! 

Thus  the  father  lay  in  the  dust 
Of  his  own  guilt,  while  the  long, 
Bitter  night  waned;  the  billows  were 
Lulled,  and  the  storm  was  spent. 
The  mother's  Dove,  in  the  robes  of 
Eternity  is  sleeping,  and  the 
Pale,  beauteous  form  of  May  is  still 
Clutched  in  strong  arms,  like  a  sweet 
Vision  of  peace,  floating  in  the 
Dreams  of  the  god  of  war. 

Thus  dawn  had  crept 
Silently  over  the  earth. 
No  blossom  was  seen,  no  carol  heard. 
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But  David  is  listening  to  a 
Sound  more  beaiitiful  than  the  carol 
Of  birds,  as  with  throbbing  sight  he 
Traces  the  blue  veins  lining  those 
Fair  temples  upon  his  breast. 

The  sun  has  risen, 
And  pours  his  glory  upon  these 
Three.     Suddenly  a  ray,  bright  and 
Warm,  breaks  upon  the  golden  hair, 
Long  lashes  part,  and  violet  eyes 
Look  in  eamest  silence  upon 
The  face  so  loved!     Hush!  he  dares  not 
Stir !  no,  not  even  breathe,  lest  the 
White  lids  close  for  ever,  and  the 
Heart  of  his  Moming-Glory  die 
Like  a  sensitive  plant  at  the 
Touch  of  sin! 

Thus  the  two 
Meet  once  more ;  but  oh,  how  blighted — 
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How  weary  of  life — how  changed! 
He  with  quivering  lips  and  silent 
Awe,  before  the  great  goodness  of 
His  God.     She  gazing  on  and  on — 
Lying  so  plaintively  in  his 
'Trembling  arms,  but  breathing  no  sound, 
No  sign  of  life,  no  tear,  no  smile. 
No  word ! — naught,  naught,  save  that 
Still,  intense  gaze  of  those  fond  eyes; 
They  seem  like  two  violets  blooming 
At  the  gates  of  Paradise,  and  staring 
At  all  its  joy,  mutely — staring, 
Oh,  how  softly,  with  their  fringed 
Lids,  yet  mutely,  as  violets  look ! 

While  David  looks 
Into  their  depths,  and  remembers 
The  sweet  language  they  uttered  in 
The  days  of  their  young  love,  his  heart 
Melts,  and  softly,  softly,  tears  drop 
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Down  upon  the  wan  cheeks,  lying 
Motionless  upon  his  breast! 

Then  the  fair  cheeks 
Glow,  the  lips  part  in  a  fond  smile, 
And  the  sweet  voice,  so  long  lost,  sighs 
In  faintest  tone  : 

"David,  my  lost  love ! 
David,  still  loved!" 

This,  this  was  the 
Olive-branch  the  Dove  bore  back  to 
Him  from  the  waters  of  bitterness ! 
He  had  opened  his  arms,  and  she 
Flew  to  him  in  perfect  peace. 
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TWILIGHT. 

The  baby  lies 
In  its  little  grave  on  the  dismal 
Seashore,  for  "the  wages  of  sin 
Is  death ;"  but  the  spring  and  the  bloom 
Of  summer,  and  the  icy  blasts 
Of  winter,  disturb  not  the  joy 
Of  the  two  who  have  sorrowed  and 
Are  one ! 

No  more  may  they  turn  their  faces 
From  the  fisherman's  simple  cot. 
The  world  is  lost  to  them  in  their 
Past,  and  the  "Love  Bower"  has  gone 
To  decay  with  the  sin  that  clouded 
Its  sunshine !  but  the  humble  thatch 
Wears  the  bloom  of  happy  hearts. 
Eternal  light  dwells  within,  and 
The  blessings  of  innocent  childhood 
6* 
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Delight  the  two,  who  sit  in  the 
Twilight  of  life,  with  clasped  hands  and 
Grateful  prayers. 

The  sun  has 
Gone  down  over  the  blue  waves,  and 
The  gentlest  of  breezes  fans  back 
The  whitened  locks  of  May  and  David. 
Hand  in  hand  they  stand  beside  the 
Little  grave  of  years  ago — not  on 
The  Hawthorn  Hill,  as  of  yore,  to  watch 
The  sun  rise  upon  their  young  love, 
While  spring  and  youth  threw  out  every 
Link  to  their  chain  of  enchantment — 
No,  no,  not  on  the  Hawthorn  Hill, 
But  beside  the  little  grave,  they  stand  I 
Their  hearts  are  softened,  even  now, 
And  they  seek  to  cover  the  past 
In  silence,  as  the  two  who  sinned 
In  the  Garden  of  Eden  sought 
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To  hide;  for  the  knowledge  of  sin 
Robs  youdi  of  perfect  confidence,  and 
Shame  and  mourning  and  tears  are  its  sting. 

Children  laugh  within  the  woodbine 
Bowers  blooming  about  the  cot, 
Their  rosy  life  just  dawning,  and 
Their  timid  feet  yet  lingering 
On  the  dewy,  blooming  borders 
Of  childhood ! 

Hush !  they  are 
Speaking  gently.  May  and  David, 
Speaking  very  gently  of  their 
Blessings !     Night  draws  near. 
And  they  wend  their  steps  toward 
The  cheer  of  youth  and  love,  ever 
Tuming  fondly  their  pleasant  smiles 
Toward  the  bower  where  the  tendrils 
Of  their  hearts  do  grow  and  flourish ! 
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And  this  is 
The  Night  of  Love,  for  the  two  who 
Are  one  fleshy  and  the  night  of  the 
Day  they  still  hallow  as  a  day 
Of  Lave  and  Rest! 


END    OF    NIGHT. 


MISCELLANEOUS 


THE  BIER. 

She  lies  where  the  cruel  jeers  of  the  world 

Again  may  never  wound  her ! 
In  the  arms  of  death  she  peacefully  lies, 

Her  snow-white  robes  around  her ! 
Oh,  broken  the  heart  and  snapp'd  the  vein 
That  fed  the  flow  of  life's  mystic  chain. 

Safe  now  in  her  grave,  from  sorrow  and  toil, 
In  the  dust  her  grief  may  sleep ! 

For  the  spirit  that  always  sowed  in  tears 
In  heaven  its  joy  may  reap ! 

Oh,  broken  the  heart  and  snapp'd  the  vein 

That  fed  the  flow  of  life's  mystic  chain. 
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On  her  brow  rests  the  whitened  calm  of  death, 

White  roses  bloom  in  her  hair, 
While  her  eyes  are  closed  and  her  lips  are  mute. 

The  muteness  of  death  and  prayer ! 
Oh,  broken  the  heart  and  snapp'd  the  vein 
That  fed  the  flow  of  life's  mystic  chain. 

Contumely  and  want,  and  misjudging  friends, 

Darkened  the  sunshine  of  life. 
But  the  smile  now  crowning  that  face  of  death. 

Tells  not  of  the  weary  strife. 
Oh,  broken  the  heart  and  snapp'd  the  vein 
That  fed  the  flow  of  life's  mystic  chain. 

It  tells  of  the  haven  of  endless  rest 
Where  the  pure  in  heart  see  God ! 

And  of  all  the  glories  prepared  for  those 
Who  kiss  in  meek  love  his  rod ! 

Oh,  broken  the  heart  and  snapp'd  the  vein 

That  fed  the  flow  of  life's  mystic  chain. 


THE  SPRING  VOICE. 

Hark  !  gentlest  winds 
Are  whispering  to  the  leafless  boughs, 

Turning 
Every  strain  of  winter's  mournful  wails 

Into 
Joy  melody !     They  come  as  from  blissful 

Spheres, 
And  like  the  angel  with  shrill  trumpet 

At  the 
All-awakening  day,  softly  they  breathe 

Among 
Nature's  dead,  and  knocking  at  every  little 

Heart, 
Whisper  low :  "  Uie  hour  is  come^ 
l^hy  Creator  bids  thee  riser 
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Then  uplifts 
The  blue-eyed  violet,  her  modest  head, 

And 
Sending  forth  her  sweetest  biddings,  echoes 

^^Come^  arise!" 
The  spirits  of  the  folded  leaves  have  caught 

The 
Fragrant  trumpet-voice,  and  peeping  forth 

In 
Merry  chatter,  echo,  "  Co?ne — come !"  sing  all 

The 
Forest  boughs,  "  Come,"  look  the  poet  eyes 

And 
Daisy  cups,  "  Come,"  ripple  the  streamlets  to 

Their 
Mossy  borders,  where  chorus-sweets  of  a 

Million 
Tiny  voices  lend  their  fragrance  to  the 

Sacred  chant ! 
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The  birds 

In  their  still  bowers  (poor,  gentle,  timid 
Mites 

Of  the  great  world),  feel  in  their  fluttering 
Hearts 

I^Us  great  pulse  of  the  Redeemer's  will,  while 
The     . 

Spirits  of  beauty  and  love  walk  gladly- 
Over 

The  smiling  earth,  bearmg  some  cherished 
Tribute 

To  every  breast,  and  a  joyous  prayer  in 
Love's  idolatry 

For  endless  joys  to  come ! 


HUMILITY. 

Humbled?  aye,  humbled  was  she  as  she  stood, 
Pale  and  shivering  in  the  tempest's  rage. 

And  tears  fell  down  her  cold  cheeks  in  a  flood. 
The  rudeness  of  the  storm  might  not  assuage. 

Unfastened  hung  her  hood,  and  her  dark  hair 
Was  (more  black  than  the  tempest-night) 
unbound. 

And  blown  afar  back  from  her  temples,  where 
Naught,  save  pale,  icy  stillness  could  be  found. 

Upon  her  brow  sat  death,  all  stem  and  cold ! 

And  mute  the  lips,  that  once  in  Igve  had  sung; 
The  while  her  lagging  footfall  plainly  told 

How  to  darkness  her  humbled  spirit  clung ! 
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Her  eyes  were  downcast,  though  the  veil  of  night 
Allured  the  blush  of  shame  from  her  wan  cheek, 

As  from  a  radiant  mansion,  festive  light 

Blazed  forth,  and  kissed  her  halting,  trembling 
feet. 

Here  with  a  tiny  corse  upon  her  breast. 

Her  weak  hands,  in  the  darkness,  bolder  grew, 

And  she  had  begged  of  each  gay,  laughing  guest. 
As  in  its  shining  portals  he  passed  through. 

What !  what  gloved  palm  was  it  that  touched  her 
hand? 

That  voice !  those  eyes !.  had  been  affection's  god ! 
And  closely,  once  in  innocence^  could  they  stand, 

As  now,  in  guilt,  upon  the  cold,  wet  sod ! 

He  knew  not  whom  he  touched,  as  wildly  up 
The  festal  portal  his  gay  form  had  sprung ! 

Nor  that  his  gold  had  overrun  the  cup 

Of  sorrow,  his  light  love  had  from  her  wrung ! 
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The  gold  had  fallen  from  her  trembling  hand, 
And  humble,  in  the  dust  her  spirit  lay ! 

How  might  she  in  the  awful  judgment  stand. 
Who  could  not  brook  the  stare  of  human  day? 

^  :^  ^  H:  ^  ^ 

Closer  to  her  breast  the  dead  child  lay. 

Deeper  on  her  cheeh  and  soul  the  blight  fell 

Of  misery  I  of  want!  of  shame!  nay,  nay. 
Of  broken  faith  and  its  enduring  hell! 

Humbled  ?  aye,  humbled  was  she,  as  she  stood. 
Pale  and  shivering,  in  the  tempest's  rage, 

And  tears  fell  down  her  cold  cheeks  in  a  flood, 
The  rudeness  of  the  storm  might  not  assuage. 


THE    END. 


